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POEMS 

IN  FOUR  VOLUMES. 

B  Y 

SEVERAL  HANDS. 


LONDON  : 

Printed  for  G.  PE  ARCH,  N°  12,  Cheapside, 
M.DCC.LXX. 


I-N  an  age  like  the  prefent,  wherein  literary 
merit  of  every  kind  fo  much  abounds,  and 
is  at  the  fame  time  fo  much  encouraged ;  many 
poetical  performances  which  deferve  a  longer 
remembrance  than  fugitive  pieces  ufually  meet 
with,  are  daily  thrown  upon  the  public,  and  left 
to  perifti  in  oblivion.  T o  feleCt  thefe  from  the 
trifling  productions  of  the  day,  has  ever  been 
confidered  as  an  ufeful  employment-:  and  the  fa¬ 
vourable  reception  which  Mr.  Dodsley’s  ele¬ 
gant  Collection  of  Poems  obtained  from  the 
public,  is  fufncient  to  encourage  any  perfon 
who  has  the  means  in  his  power  to  continue  that 
defervedly  efteemed  Mifcellany.  Several  at¬ 
tempts  of  this  fort  have  been  made,  but  none 
have  acquired  fo  much  reputation  as  to  render 
the  prefent  undertaking  ufelefs  or  unneceffary. 
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Twelve  years  are  now  elapfed  fince  the  laft 
volumes  of  that  work  were  publiihed,  in  which 
time  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that  there  has  been 
fo  great  a  dearth  of  genius,  but  that  many  pieces 
have  made  their  appearance  which  are  not  infe¬ 
rior  to  the  bell  preferved  in  that  Mifcellany. 
Of  the  truth  of  this  obfervation,  the  Editor  ap¬ 
peals  to  the  following  Collection,  which  is  com¬ 
piled  from  the  belt  productions  publiihed  within 
that  time,  which  Mr.  Dodsley  had  not  the 
opportunity  of  feeing,  with  the  addition  of 
many  other  pieces,  which  with  all  his  diligence 
were  overlooked  by  him.  With  what  degree  of 
judgment  this  Collection  is  made,  the  Editor 
fubmits  to  the  determination  of  the  public  •,  the 
greater  part  of  the  poetical  pieces  of  the  laft 
thirty  years  have  pafled  through  his  hands,  and 
as  of  them  the  following  Volumes  are  compofed, 
he  hopes  they  will  not  be  confidered  as  an  im¬ 
proper  Supplement  to  the  work  of  which  they 
are  deligned  as  a  Continuation.  He  flatters  him- 
felf  that  he  has  not  fuffered  private  friendlhip  to 
obtrude  any  piece  into  this  Collection,  which  is 
unworthy  of  the  reft,  and  great  care  has  been 

taken 
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taken  to  prevent  the  infertion  of  any  performance 
which  has  not  been  approved  by  gentlemen  of 
diftinguifhed  reputation;  but  as  he  is  fenfible 
that  the  tafte  of  perfons  is  very  different,  he  ex¬ 
perts  not  after  all  that  every  piece  will  meet 
with  equal  applaufe,  being  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  Mr.  Dodsley’s  obfervation,  “  That  it 
“  is  impoflible  to  furnifh  out  an  entertainment 
“  of  this  nature,  where  every  part  fhall  be  re- 
“  lifhed  by  every  gueft.55 


A  R  G  U- 


ARGU  M  E  N  T. 


Abelard  and  Eloifa  fiourijbcd  in  the  twelfth  century  ;  they  were 
two  of  the  mof  dtftuiguijhed  perfons  of  their  age  in  learning  a?id 
beauty,  but  for  nothing  more  famous  than  for  their  unfortunate 
paffion.  After  a  long  courfe  of  calamities  they  retired  each  to 
a  feveral  convent,  and  covfecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days 


to  religion.  It  was  many  years  after  this  fparaiion,  that  a 


letter  of  Abelard  to  a  friend,  which  contained  the  hifory  of  his 
misfortunes ,  fell  into  the  hands  of  Elotfa  :  this  occafoned  thofs 
celebrated  letters  ( out  of  which  the  following  is  partly  extraS- 
ed)  which  give,  fo  livtjy  a  picture  of  the  flruggles  of  grace  and. 
nature,  virtue  and  ftajjim. 
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BY  MR.  CAWTHORNE, 

MASTER  OF  T  U  N  B  R I D  G  E-S  C  H  00  L . 

Ah,  why  this  boding  ftart?  this  fudden  pain, 

That  wings  my  pulfe,  and  lhoots  from  vein  to  vein? 
What  mean,  regardlefs  of  yon  midnight  bell, 

Thefe  earth-born  vifions  faddening  d’er  my  cell  ? 

What  ftrange  diforder  prompts  thefe  thoughts  to  glow  ? 
Thefe  fighs  to  murmur,  and  thefe  tears  to  flow  ? 

’Tis  lhe,  ’tis  Eloifa’s  form  reftor’d. 

Once  a  pure  faint,  and  more  than  faints  ador’d : 

She  comes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confeft, 

Glares  thro’  the  gloom,  and  pours  upon  my  bread, 
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Bids  heav’n’s  bright  guard  from  Paraclete  remove, 
And  drags  me  back  to  niifery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumphs,  dear  illufion !  fee 
This  fad  apoftate  from  his  God  to  thee; 

See,  at  thy  call,  my  guilty  warmths  return. 

Flame  thro’  my  blood,  and  deal  me  from  my  urn.. 
Yet,  yet,  frail  Abelard !  one  effort  try. 

Ere  the  1  aft  lingering  fpark«of  virtuedie; 

The  deadly  charming  forcer.fs  controul. 

And  fpite  of  nature  tear  her  from  thy  foul. 

Long  has  that  foul  in  thefe  unfocial  woods, 
Where  anguifh  mufcs,  and  where  horror  broods,. 
From  love’s  wild  vifionary  wilhes  fray’d, 

And  fought  to  lofe  thy  beauties  in  the  {hade. 

Faith  dropt  a  fmile,  devotion  lent  her  nre, 

Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  fanftify’d  defire; 

Led  me  enraptur’d  to  the  bled  abode. 

And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  with  all  its  God. 

But  oh,  how  weak  fair  faith  and  virtue  prove  1 
When  Eloifa  melts  away  in  love! 

When  her  fond  foul  impaffton’d,  rapt,  unveil’d^ 

No  joy  forgotten,  and  no  wifh  conceal’d, 

Flows  thro’  her  pen  as  infant  foftnefs  free, 

And  fiercely  fprings  in  ecftafies  to  me. 

Ye  heavens!  as  walking  in  yon  facred  fane' 

With  every  feraph  warm  in  every  vein, 

Juft  as  remorfe  had  rous’d  an  aking  figh. 

And  my  torn  foul  hung  trembling  in  my  eye, 
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In  that  kind  hour  thy  fatal  letter  came, 

I  faw,  I  gaz’d,  I  Ihiver’d  at  the  name ; 

The  confcious  lamps  at  once  forgot  to  ftiine, 

Prophetic  tremors  fhook  the  hallow’d  flirine ; 

Priefts,  cenfors,  altars  from  thy  genius  fled. 

And  heaven  itfelf  lhut  on  me  while  1  read. 

Dear  fmiling  mifehief !  art  thou  ftill  the  fame. 

The  Hill  pale  vidlim  of  too  foft  a  flame  ? 

Warm,  as  when  firfb  with  more  than  mortal  fhine 
Each  melting  eye-ball  mix’d  thy  foul  with  mine ? 

Have  not  thy  tears  for  ever  taught  to  flow, 

The  glooms  of  abfence,  and  the  pangs  of  woe, 

The  pomp  of  facrifice,  the  whifper’d  tale, 

The  dreadful  vow  yet  hovering  o’er  thy  veil. 

Drove  this  bewitching  fondnefs  from  thy  breaft  ? 

Curb’d  the  loofe  wifh,  and  form’d  each  pulfe  to  red ? 

And  canft  thou  ftill,  ftill  bend  the  fuppliant  knee 
To  love’s  dread  Ihrine,  and  weep  and  figh  for  me? 

Then  take  me,  take  me,  lock  me  in  thy  arms, 

Spring  to  my  lips,  and  give  me  all  thy  charms : 

No,  fly  me,  fly  me,  fpread  th’  impatient  fail. 

Steal  the  lark’s  wing,  and  mount  the  fwifteft  gale; 

Skim  the  laft  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole; 

Renounce  me,  curfe  me,  root  me  from  thy  foul ; 

Fly,  fly,  for  juftice  bares  the  arm  of  God, 

And  the  grafp’d  vengeance  only  waits  his  nod. 

Are  thefe  my  wifhes  ?  can  they  thus  afpire? 

Dees  phrenzy  form  them,  or  does  grace  infpire  ? 
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Can  Abelard,  in  hurricanes  of  zeal. 

Betray  his  heart,  and  teach  thee  not  to  feel  ? 

Teach  thy  enamour’d  fpirit  to  difown 

Each  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  ftone ? 

Ah,  rather  let  my  tendered  accents  move 
The  lad  wild  tumults  of  unholy  love ! 

On  that  dear  bofom  trembling  let  me  lie, 

Pour  out  my  foul,  and  in  nerce  raptures  die, 

Rouze  all  my  pamons,  act  my  joys  anew, 

Farewell,  ye  cells  !  ye  martyr’d  faints !  adieu: 

Sleep,  confcience,  Beep!  each  awful  thought  be  drown’d, 
And  feven-fold.  darknefs  veil  the  fcene  around. 

What  means  this  paufe,  this  agonizing  dart? 

This  glimpfc  of  heaven  qmck-ruflur  g  thro’  my  heart? 
Methinks  I  fee  a  radiant  crofs  .difplay’d, 

A  wounded  Saviour  bl  eis  along  tits  (hade ; 

Around  th’ expiring  God  bright  angels  fly. 

Swell  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  Iky : 

O  fave  me,  fave  me,  ere  the  thunders  roll. 

And  hell’s  black  caverns  fwallow  up  my  foul. 

Return,  ye  hours !  when  guiltlefs  of  a  ftain, 

My  ftrong-plam’d  genius  throbb’d  in  every  vein. 

When  warm’d  with  all  th’  ^Egyptian  fanes  infpir’d. 

Ail  Athens  bonded,  and  ail  Rome  admir’d; 

My  merit  in  its  full  meridian  fhone, 

Each  rival  blufhing,  and  each  heart  my  own. 

Return,  ye  fcenes!  ah  r.o,  from  fancy  fly, 

On  time’s  ftretch’d  wing,  till  each  idea  die. 
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Eternal  fly,  flnce  all  that  learning  gave 
Too  weak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  fave, 

To  love’s  foft  empire  every  wifh  betray’d, 

And  left  my  laurels  withering  in  the  fliade. 

Let  me  forget,  that  while  deceitful  fame 
Grafp’d  her  fhrill  trump,  and  fill’d  it  with  my  name. 
Thy  ftronger  charms,  impower’d  by  heav’n  to  move 
Each  faint,  each  bleft  infenfible  to  love. 

At  once  my  foul  from  bright  ambition  won, 

I  hugg’d  the  dart,  I  wifh’d  to  be  undone ; 

No  more  pale  fcience  durlt  my  thoughts  engage, 

Infipid  dulnefs  lruaig  on  every  page ; 

The  midnight  lamp  no  more  enjoy’d  its  blaze, 

No  more  my  fpirit  flew  from  maze  to  maze : 

Thy  glances  bade  philofophy  refign 

Her  throne  to  thee,  and. every  fenfe  was  thine. 

But  what  could  all  the  frofts  of  wifdonr  do, 
Oppos’d  to  beauty,  when  it  melts  in  you  ? 

Since  thefe  dark,  cheerlefs,  folitary  caves, 
Death-breathing  woods,  and  daily-opening  graves, 
Mif-fliapen  rocks,  wild  images  of  woe. 

For  ever  howling  to  the  deeps  below; 

Ungenial  defarts,  where  no  vernal  fhower 

Wakes  the  green  herb,  or  paints  th’ unfolding  flower; 

Th’  imbrowning  glooms  thefe  holy  manfions  fired, 

The  night-born  horrors  brooding  o’er  my  bed, 

The  difmal  feenes  black  melancholy  pours 
O’er  the  fad  vifions  of  enanguifh’d  hours ; 
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Lean  abfdnence,  wan  grief,  low-thoughted  care, 

Di  drafting  guilt,  and  hell’s  word  fiend,  defpair, 
Confpire,  in  vain,  with  all  the  aids  of  art. 

To  blot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  heart. 

Delufive,  fightlefs  god  of  warm  defire! 

Why  would’!!  thou  wifh  to  fet  a  wretch  on  fire? 

Why  lives  thy  foft  divinity  where  woe 
Heaves  the  pale  figh,  and  anguifh  loves  to  glow? 

Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daify-painted  vale, 

Breathe  in  its  fweets,  and  melt  along  the  gale ; 

Fly  where  gay  fcenes  luxurious  youths  employ, 

'Where  every  moment  Heals  the  wing  of  joy; 

There  may’ll  thou  fee,  low  prodrate  at  thy  throne. 
Devoted  Haves  and  viftims  all  thy  own  : 

Each  village-fwain  the  turf-built  Ihrine  fhall  raife. 

And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  biaze. 

O  memory !  ingenious  to  revive 
Each  fleeting  hour,  and  teach  the  pad  to  live, 

Witnefs  what  conflifts  this  frail  boforn  tore ! 

What  griefs  I  fuifer’d  !  and  what  pangs  I  bore! 

Flow  lonp- 1  flrugoded,  labour’d,  drove  to  fave 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  ftill  a  Have  ! 

When  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  fpirit,  love,  and  flame. 
Seiz’d  every  fenfe,  and  burnt  thro’  all  my  frame; 

From  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  to  thefe  wilds  I  fled, 
My  food  the  herbage,  and  the  rock  my  bed. 

There,  while  thefe  venerable  cloifters  rife 
O’er  the  bleak  furge,  and  gain  upon  the  Ikies, 


My 
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My  wounded  foul  indulg’d  the  tear  to  flow 
O’er  all  her  fad  viciflitudes  of  woe ; 

Profufe  of  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die. 

Guilt  in  my  heart,’  and  horror  in  my  eye, 

With  ceafelefs  prayers,  the  whole  artillery  given 
To  win  the  mercies  of  offended  heaven. 

Each  hill,  made  vocal,  eccho’d  all  around. 

While  my  torn  breafi:  knock’d  bleeding  on  the  ground. 

Yet,  yet,  alas!  tho’  all  my  moments  fly 
Stain’d  by  a  tear,  and  darken’d  in  a  flgh ; 

Tho’  meagre  fafts  have  on  my  cheek  difplay’d 
The  dufk  of  death,  and  funk  me  to  a  fhade. 

Spite  of  myfelf  the  ftill-impoifoning  dart 

Shoots  thro’  my  blood,  and  drinks  up  all  my  heart; 

My  vows  and  wi  flies  wildly  difagree. 

And  grace  itfelf  miftakes  my  God  for  thee. 

Athwart  the  glooms,  that  wrap  the  midnight  fky. 

My  Eloifa  fteals  upon  my  eye; 

For  ever  rifes  in  the  folar  ray, 

A  phantom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day : 

Where-e’er  I  go,  the  vifionary  guefl: 

Pants  on  my  lip,  or  finks  upon  my  breaft ; 

Unfolds  her  fweets,  and,  throbbing  to  deftroy, 

Winds  round  my  heart  in  luxury  of  joy; 

While  loud  hofannas  fliake  the  fhrines  around, 

I  hear  her  fofter  accents  in  the  found  ; 

Her  idol-beauties  on  each  altar  glare. 

And  heaven  much-injur’d  has  but  half  my  prayer: 
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No  tears  can  drive  her  hence,  no  pangs  controul. 

For  every  objeft  brings  her  to  my  foul. 

Laft  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  lleep. 

My  bufy  eyes  hung  brooding  o’er  the  deep; 

The  breathlefs  whirlwinds  dept  in  every  cave, 

And  the  foft  moon-beam  danc’d  from  wave  to  wave; 
Each  former  blifs  in  this  bright  mirror  feen. 

With  all  my  glories,  dawn’d  upon  the  fcene, 
Recall’d  the  dear  aufpicious  hour  anew. 

When  my  fond  foul  to  Eloifa  flew: 

When,  with  keen  fpeechlefs  ecftafles  oppreft. 

Thy  frantic  lover  fnatch’d  thee  to  his  bread, 

Gaz’d  on  thy  blulhes  arm’d  with  every  grace. 

And  faw  the  goddefs  beaming  in'  thy  face; 

Saw  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardent  wilhes  move 
Each  pulfe  to  rapture,  and  each  glance  to  love. 

But  lo!  the  winds  defcend,  the  billows  roar, 

Foam  to  the  clouds,  and  burft  upon  the  fliore, 

Vaft  peals  of  thunder  o’er  the  ocean  roll, 

The  flame-wing’d  lightning  gleams  from  pole  to  pole. 
At  once  the  pleaflng  images  withdrew, 

And  more  than  horrors  crouded  on  my  view; 

Thy  uncle’s  form,  in  all  his  ire  array’d, 

Serenely  dreadful  ftalk’d  along  the  fhade. 

Pierc’d  by  his  fword,  I  funk  upon  the  ground, 

The  fpe&re  ghaftly  fmil’d  upon  the  wound ; 

A  group  of  black  infernals  round  me  hung, 

And  tofs’d  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  tongue. 
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Detefted  wretch!  how  impotent  thy  age! 
How  weak  thy  malice  !  and  how  kind  thy  rage! 
Spite  of  thyfelf,  inhuman  as  thou  art,  - 
Thy  murdering  hand  has  left  me  all  my  heart; 
Left  me  each  tender,  fond  affeftion,  warm, 

A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm* 

No,  cruel,  cruel,  exquifite  in  ill. 

Thou  thought’!!  it  dull  barbarity  to  kill; 

'  My  death  had  robb’d  loll  vengeance  of  her  toil. 
And  fcarcely  warm’d  a  Scythian  to  a  fmile : 
Sublimer  furies  taught  thy  foul  to  glow 
With  all  their  favage  mylleries  of  woe; 

Taught  thy  unfeeling  poniard  to  dellroy 
The  powers  of  nature,  and  the  fource  of  joy; 

To  llretch  me  on  the  racks  of  vain  defire, 

Lach  paflion  throbbing,  and  each  wilh  on  fire; 
Mad  to  enjoy,  unable  to  be  bleft. 

Fiends  in  my  veins,  and  hell  within  my  breall. 

Aid  me,  fair  faith !  affift  me,  grace  divine  ! 

Ye  martyrs!  blefs  me,  and  ye  faints!  refine. 

Ye  facred  groves !  ye  heaven-devoted  walls ! 
Where  folly  fickens,  and  where  virtue  calls ; 

Ye  vows!  ye  altars!  from  this  bofom  tear 
Voluptufflus  love,  and  leave  no  anguilli  there; 
Oblivion!  be  thy  blacked:  plume  difplay’d 
O’er  all  my  griefs,  and  hide  me  in  the  lhade; 
And  thou,  too  fondly  idoliz’d!  attend, 

While  awful  reafon  whifpers  in  the  friend ; 


Friend, 
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-Friend,  did  I  fay  ?  immortals  1  what  a  name? 

Can  dull,  cold  friendlhip,  own  fo  wild  a  flame  ? 

No ;  let  thy  lover,  whofe  enkindling  eye 
Shot  all  his  foul  between  thee  and  the  Iky, 

Whofe  warmths  bewitch’d  thee,  whofe  unhallow’d  fong 
Call’d  thy  rapt  ear  to  die  upon  his  tongue, 

Now  ftr  ugly  rouze,  while  heaven  his  zeal  infpires 
Diviner  tranfports,  and  more  holy  fires ; 

Calm  all  thy  paflions,  all  thy  peace  reftore. 

And  teach  that  fnowy  breaft  to  heave  no  more. 

Torn  from  the  world,  within  dark  cells  immur’d. 

By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  fecur’d, 

To  all  that  once  awoke  thy  fimdnefs  dead. 

And  hope,  pale  farrow’s  laft  fad  refuge,  fled; 

Why  wilt  thou  weep,  and  figh,  and  melt  in  vain. 
Brood  o’er  falfejoys,  and  hug  th’ ideal  chain? 

Say,  canft  thou  wifh,  that,  madly  wild  to  fly 
From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  Iky, 

Thy  Abelard  fnould  bid  his  God  adieu, 

Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  tafte  thy  charms  anew  ? 

Ye  heavens!  if  to  this  tender  bofom  woo’d. 

Thy  mere  idea  harrows  up  my  blood; 

If  one  faint  glimpfe  of  Eloife  can  move 
The  fierce!!:,  wildefl:  agonies  of  love; 

What  (hall  I  be,  when,  dazzling  as  the  light. 

Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  my  fight? 

Look  on  thvfelf,  confider  who  thou  art. 

And  learn  to  be  an  abbefs  in  thy  heart; 


-See: 
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See,  while  devotion’s  ever-melting  drain 
Pours  the  loud  organ  thro’  the  trembling  fane. 

Yon  pious  maids  each  earthly  vvilh  difown, 

K.ifs  the  dread  crofs,  and  croud  upon  the  throne : 

O  let  thy  foul  the  facred  charge  attend, 

Their  warmths  infpirit,  and  their  virtues  mend; 
Teach  every  bread  from  every  hymn  to  deal 
The  feraph’s  meeknefs,  and  the  feraph’s  zeal; 

To  rife  to  rapture,  to  didolve  away 

In  dreams  of  heaven,  and  lead  thyfelf  the  way, 

Till  all  the  glories  of  the  bled  abode 

Blaze  on  the  feene,  and  every  thou  ht  is  God ! 

While  thus  thy  exemplary  cares  prevail, 

And  make  each  vedal  fpotlefs  as  her  veil, 

Th’  eternal  fpirit  o’er  thy  cell  fball  move 
In  the  foft  image  of  the  mydic  dove; 

The  long-lod  gleams  of  heavenly  comfort  bring 
-Peace  in  his  fmile,  and  healing  on  his  wing; 

At  once  remove  afflidtion  from  thy  bread. 

Melt  o’er  thy  foul,  and  hufh  her  pangs  to  red. 

O  that  my  foul,  from  love’s  curd  bondage  free. 
Could  catch  the  tranfports  that  I  urge  to  thee ! 

O  that  fome  angel’s  more  than  magic  art 
Would  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart! 
Extinguilh  every  guilty  fenfe,  and  leave 
No  pulfe  to  riot,  and  no  figh  to  heave. 

Vain  fruitlefs  wilh  !  dill,  dill,  the  vigorous  dame 
Burds,  like  an  earthquake,  thro’  my  diatter’d  frame; 


Spite 
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Spite  of  the  joys  that  truth  and  virtue  prove, 

I  feel  but  thee,  and  breathe  not  but  to  love;. 

Repent  in  vain,  fcarce  with  to  be  forgiven  ; 

Thy  form  my  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  heaven. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair!  thy  nobler  efforts  try, 

Lift  me  from  earth,  and  give  me  to  the  iky ; 

Let  my  loll  foul  thy  brighter  virtues  feel. 

Warm’d  with  thy  hopes,  and  wing’d  with  all  thy  zeal. 
And  when,  low  bending  at  the  hallow’d  Ihrine, 

Thy  contrite  heart  lhall  Abelard  refign  ; 

When  pitying  heaven,  impatient  to  forgive, 

LTnbars  the  gates  of  light,  and  bids  thee  live; 

Seize  on  th’aufpicious  moment  ere  it  flee, 

And  afk  the  fame  immortal  boon  for  me. 

Then  when  thefe  black  terriflc  fcenes  are  o’er. 

And  rebel  nature  chills  the  foul  no  more ; 

When  on  thy  cheek  th’ expiring  rofes  fade. 

And  thy  lafl  luftres  darken  in  the  lliade; 

When  arm’d  with  quick  varieties  of  pain. 

Or  creeping  dully  flew  from  vein  to  vein. 

Pale  death  (hall  fet  my  kindred  fpirit  free. 

And  thefe  dead  orbs  forget  to  doat  on  thee; 

Some  pious  friend,  whofe  wild  affections  glow 
Like  ours,  in  fad  fimilitude  of  woe, 

Shall  drop  one  tender,  fympathizing  tear, 

Prepare  the  garland,  and  adorn  the  bier ; 

Our  lifelefs  reliques  in  one  tomb  enfnrine, 

And  teach  thy  genial  dufl:  to  mix  with  mine. 
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Mean  while,  divinely  purg’d  from  every  ftain, 
Our  active  fouls  lhall  climb  th’etherial  plain, 

To  each  bright  cherub’s  purity  afpire, 

Catch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  fire ; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguifh  wears. 
No  uncle  murders,  and  no  paflion  tears. 

Enjoy  with  heaven  eternity  of  reft, 

For  ever  blefling,  and  for  ever  bleft. 


D  E  A  T  H  : 


E  Y  CHARLES  EMILY,  ESQ, 


I. 


HE  feftive  roar  of  laughter,  the  warm  glow 


.  X  Of  brifk-ey’d  joy,  and  friendfhip’s  geni  ft  bowl. 
Wit’s  feafon’d  converfe,  and  the  liberal  flow 
Of  unfufpicious  youth,  profufe  of  foul. 

Delight  not  ever;  from  the  boifterous  fcene 
Of  riot  far,  and  Comus’  wild  uproar. 

From  folly’s  crowdj  whofe  vacant  brow  ferene 
Was  never  knit  to  wifdom’s  frowning  lore. 

Permit  me,  ye  time-hallow’d  domes,  ye  piles 
Of  rude  magnificence,  your  folemn  reft. 

Amid  your  fretted  vaults  and  length’ning  ifles. 

Lonely  to  wander;  no  unholy  gueft, 

That  means  to  break,  with  facrilegious  tread, 

The  marble  {lumbers  of  your  monumented  dead. 


II.  Permit 
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II. 

Permit  me  with  fad  mufings,  that  infpire 
Unlabour’d  numbers  apt,  your  lilence  drear 
Blamelefs  to  wake,  and  with  th’  Orphean  lyre 
Fitly  attemper’d,  footh  the  mercilefs  ear 
Of  Hades,  and  dern  death,  whole  iron  fvvay 
Great  nature  owns  thro’  all  her  wide  domain ; 

All  that  with  oary  fin  cleave  their  fmooth  way 
Through  the  green  bofom  of  the  fpawny  main. 

And  thofe  that  to  the  dreaming  tether  fpread, 

In  many  a  wheeling  glide,  their  feathery  fail ; 

And  thofe  that  creep ;  and  thofe  that  datelier  tread. 
That  roam  o’er  fored,  hill,  or  browfed  dale  ; 

The  viflims  each  of  ruthiefs  fate  mud  fall ; 

E’en  God’s  own  image,  man,  high  paramount  of  all. 

III. 

And  ye,  the  young,  the  giddy,  and  the  gay. 

That  dartle  from  the  deepful  lid  of  light 
The  curtain’d  red,  and  with  the  didonant  bray 
Of  Bacchus,  and  loud  jollity,  affright 
Yon  radiant  goddefs,  that  now  fhoots  among 

Thefe  many  windowed  ides  her  glimmering  beam; 
Know,  that  or  e’er  its  darr’d  career  along 

Thrice  diall  have  roll’d  her  dlvery-wheeled  team, 
Some  parent  bread  may  heave  the  anfwering  dgh, 

To  the  dow  paufes  of  the  funeral  knoll; 

E’en  now  black  Atropos,  with  fcowling  eye. 

Roars  in  the  laugh,  and  revels  o’er  the  bowl. 

E’en  now  in  rofy-crowned  pleafure’s  wreath 
Entwines  in  adder  folds  all-unfufpecTcd  Death. 


TV.  Know 
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IV. 

Know,  on  the  dealing  wing  of  time  diall  flee 

Some  few,  fome  Ihort-liv’d  years;  and  all  is  pad;. 

A  future  bard  thefe  awful  domes  may  fee, 

Mufe  o’er  the  prefent  age  as  I  the  lad ; 

Who  mouldering  in  the  grave,  yet  once  like  you 
The  various  maze  of  life  were  feen  to  tread. 

Each  bent  their  own  peculiar  to  purfue. 

As  cudom  urg’d  or  wilful  nature  led; 

Mix’d  with  the  various  crouds  inglorious  clay> 

The  nobler  virtues  undidinguilh’d  lie ; 

No  more  to  melt  with  beauty’s  heav’n-born  ray. 

No  more  to  wet  compaffion’s  tearful  eye. 

Catch  from  the  poet  raptures  not  their  own. 

And  feel  the  thrilling  melody  of  fweet  renown. 

V. 

Where  is  the  mafter-hand,  whofe  femblant  art 
Chifiel’d  the  marble  into  life,  or  taught 
From  the  well-pencill’d  portraiture  to  dart 

The  nerve  that  beat  with  foul,  the  brow  that  thought.^ 
Cold  are  the  lingers  that  in  done-iixt  trance 
The  mute  attention  rivetting,  to  the  lyre 
Struck  language:  dimm’d  the  poet’s  quick-ey’d  glance,* 
All  in  wild  raptures  flafiiing  heaven’s  own  fire. 

Shrunk  is  the  finew’d  energy,  that  drung 

The  warrior  arm:  where  deeps  the  patriot  bread 
Whilom  that  heav’d  impadion’d!  Where  the  tongue 
That  lanc’d  its  lightning  on  the  towering  cred 
Of  feepter’d  infolence,  and  overthrew 
Giant  Opprefiion,  leagued  with  all  her  earth-born  crew! 

VI.  Thefe 
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VI. 

Thefe  now  are  paft;  long,  long,  ye  fleeting  years, 
Furfue,  with  glory  wing’d,  your  fated  way, 

Ere  from  the  womb  of  time  unwelcome  peers 
The  dawn  of  that  inevitable  day, 

When  wrapt  in  flirouded  clay  their  warmeft  friend 
The  widow’d  virtues  lhall  again  deplore. 

When  o’er  his  urn  in  pious  grief  fnall  bend 
His  Britain,  and  bewail  one  patriot  more; 

For  foon  muft  thou,  too  foon!  who  fpreadft  abroad 
Thy  beaming  emanations  unconfln’d. 

Doom’d,  like  fome  better  angel  fent  of  God 
To  fcatter  bleffings  over  humankind, 

Thou  too  mull  fall,  O  Pitt !  to  fhine  no  more, 

And  tread  thefe  dreadful  paths,  a  Faulkland  trod  before. 

VII. 

Fall  to  the  driving  winds  the  marfliall’d  clouds 
Sweep  difcontinuous  o’er  the  etherial  plain ; 

Another  Frill  upon  another  crouds, 

All  haftening  downward  to  their  native  main. 

Thus  pafles  o’er  thro’  varied  life’s  career 
Man’s  fleeting  age;  the  Seafons  as  they  fly 
Snatch  from  us  in  their  courfe,  year  after  year, 

Some  fweet  connection,  fome  endearing  tie. 

The  parent,  ever-honour’d,  ever-dear, 

Claims  from  the  filial  breaft  the  pious  figh; 

A  brother’s  urn  demands  the  kindred  tear; 

And  gentle  forrows  gulh  from  friendlhip’s  eye. 
To-day  we  frolick  in  the  rofy  bloom 
Of  jocund  youth — The  morrow  knells  us  to  the  tomb. 

viii.  w; 
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VIII. 


Who  knojvs  how  foon  in  this  fepulchral  fpot, 

Shall  heaven  to  me  the  drear  abode  aflign ! 

How  foon  the  paft  irrevocable  lot 

Of  thefe,  that  reft  beneath  me,  ftiall  be  mine. 
Haply,  when  Zephyr  to  thy  native  bourn 

Shall  waft  thee  o’er  the  ftorm’d  Hibernian  wave. 
Thy  gentle  breaft,  my  T aviftock  a,  ftiall  mourn 
To  find  me  fleepiug  in  the  fenfelefs  grave. 

No  more  the  focial  leifure  to  divide. 

In  the  fweet  intercourfe  of  foul  and  foul, 

Elithe  or  of  graver  brow ;  no  more  to  chide 
The  ling’ring  years  impatient  as  they  roll. 

Till  all  thy  cultur’d  virtues  fhall  difplay. 

Full  blolTom’d,  their  bright  honours  to  the  gazing  day. 


IX. 


Ah,  deareft  youth  !  thefe  vows  perhaps  unheard, 

The  rude  wind  fcatters  o’er  the  billowy  main ; 

Thefe  prayers  at  friendlhip’s  holy  {brine  preferr’d 
May  rife  to  grafp  their  father’s  knees  in  vain. 

Soon,  foon  may  nod  the  fad  funereal  plume 
With  folemn  horror  o’er  thy  timelefs  hearfe. 

And  I  furvive  to  grave  upon  thy  tomb 

The  mournful  tribute  of  memorial  verfe. - - 

a  Francis,  Marquis  of  Taviftock,  only  fon  to  the  Duke  of  Bedford. 
His  death,  which  happened  on  the  aid  of  March,  1767,  was  occafi- 
oned  by  a  fall  from  his  horfe  a  few  days  before.  Mr.  Emily  was  Fel¬ 
low  of  Trinity-College,  Cambridge,  and  had  been  Tutor  to  the  Mar¬ 
quis.  He  died  in  the  year  ii6x,  being  then  major  of  the  Surry  militia. 
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That  leave  to  heaven’s  decifion — Be  it  thine. 

Higher  than  yet  a  parent’s  wi  flies  flew. 

To  foar  in. bright  pre-eminence,  and  fhine 
With  i'elf-earn’d  honours,  eager  to  purfue. 

Where  glory,  with  her  clear  unfully’d  rays. 

The  well-born  fpirit  lights  to  deeds  of  mightieft  praife. 

X. 

’Twas  flie  thy  God-like  Ruflell’s  bofom  fteel’d 
With  confidence  untam’d,  in  his  lalt  breath 
Stern-fmiling.  She,  with  calm  compofure,  held 
The  patriot  axe  of  Sidney,  edg’d  with  death. 

Smit  with  the  warmth  of  her  impnlfive  flame, 

Wolfe’s  gallant  virtue  flies  to  worlds  a-far, 

Emulous  to  pluck  frefh  wreaths  of  well-earn’d  fame 
From  the  grim  frowning;  brow  of  laurel’d  war. 

’Twas  ihe,  that  on  the  morn  cf  direful  birth, 

Eared  thy  young  bofom  to  the  fatal  blow, 

Lamented  Armytage  b  ! — the  bleeding  youth! 

O  bathe  him  in  the  pearly  caves  below, 

Ye  Nereids  ;  and  ye  Nymphs  of  Camus  hoar, 

Wee; — for  ye  oft  have  feen  him  on  your  haunted  fliore. 

XI. 

Better  to  die  with  glory,  than  recline 
On  the  foft  lap  of  ignominious  peace, 

Than  yawn  out  the  dull  droning  life  fupine 
In  monkifn  apathy  and  gowned  eafe. 

b  Sir  John  Armytage,  Member  of  Parliament  for  the  City  of  York, 
who  was  killed  at£  St.  Cas,  in  the  year  1758. 
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Better  employ’d  in  honour’s  bright  career 
The  lead  divifion  on  the  dial’s  round. 

Than  thrice  to  compafs  Saturn’s  live-long  year, 

Grown  old  in  doth,  the  burthen  of  the  ground; 

Than  tug  with  fweating  toil  the  davifh  oar 
Of  unredeem’d  affliftion,  and  fuftain 
The  fev’rous  rage  of  fierce  difeafes  fore 
Unnumber’d,  that  in  fympathetic  chain 
Hang  ever  thro’  the  thick  circumduous  air. 

All  from  the  drizzly  verge  of  yonder  dar-girt  fphere. 

XII. 

Thick  in  the  many-beaten  road  of  life, 

A  thoufand  maladies  are  poked  round, 

With  wretched  man  to  wage  eternal  drife 

Unfeen,  like  ambudr’d  Indians,  till  they  wound. 
There  the  fwol’n  hydrop  dands,  the  wat’ry  rheum. 

The  northern  fcurvy,  blotch  with  lep’rous  fcale; 

And  moping  ever  in  the  cloider’d  gloom 
Of  learned  doth,  the  bookiili  afthma  pale: 

And  the  Ihunn’d  hag  unfightly,  that  ordain’d 
On  Europe’s  fons  to  wreak  the  faithlefs  fword 
Of  Cortez,  with  the  blood  of  millions  dain’d, 

O’er  dog-ey’d  lud  the  tort’ring  fcourge  abhorr’d. 
Shakes  threat’ning;  fince  the  while  die  wing'd  her  fiight 
From  Amazon’s  broad  wave,  and  Andes’  fnow-clad  height. 

XIII. 

Where  the  wan  daughter  of  the  yellow  year, 

The  chatt’ring  ague  chill,  the  writhing  done. 

And  he  of  ghadly  feature,  on  whofe  ear 

Unheeded  croaks  the  death-bird’s  warning  moan, 

C  2  Marafnius; 
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Marafmus ;  knotty  gout ;  and  the  dead  life 
Of  nervelefs  palfy;  thereon  purpofe  fell 
Dark  brooding,  whets  his  interdicted  knife 
Grim  fuicide,  the  damned  fiend  of  hell. 

There  too  is  the  flunn’d  apoplexy  pight  c. 

The  bloated  child  of  gorg’d  intemperance  foul; 
Self-wafting  melancholy,  black  as  night 

Lowering,  and  foaming  fierce  with  hideous  howl 
The  dog  hydrophoby,  and  near  allied 
Scar’d  madnefs,  with  her  moon-ftruck  eye-balls  flaring 
wide. 


XIV. 

There,  flretch’d  one  huge,  beneath  the  rocky  mine  d. 
With  boiling  fulphur  fraught,  and  fmouldering  fires; 
He,  the  dread  delegate  of  wrath  divine. 

E’er  while  that  flood  o’er  Taio’s  hundred  fpires 
Vindictive  ;  thrice  he  wav’d  th’  earth-fhaking  wand. 
Powerful  as  that  the  fon  of  Amram  bore, 

And  thrice  he  rais’d,  and  thrice  he  check’d  his  hand. 

He  flruck  the  rocking  ground,  with  thund’rous  roar 
Yawn’d;  here  from  flreet  to  flreet  hurries,  and  there 
Now  runs,  now  flops,  then  fhrieks  and  fcours  amain. 
Staring  diflraClion:  many  a  palace  fair, 

With  millions  finks  ingulpht,  and  pillar’d  fane  ; 
Old  Ocean’s  farthefl  waves  confefl  the  fhock ; 

Even  Albion  trembled  confcious  on  his  fledfafl  rock,. 


c  Placed. 

Alluding  to  the  earthquake  at  Lifbon. 
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XV. 

The  meagre  famine  there,  and  drunk  with  blood 
Stern  war ;  and  the  loath’d  monller,  whom  of  yore 
The  dimy  Naiad  of  the  Memphian  flood 

Engend’ring,  to  the  bright-hair’d  Phoebus  bore, 

Foul  peflilence,  that  on  the  wide-ftretch’d  wings 
Of  commerce  fpeeds  from  Cairo’s  fwarthv  bay 
His  weltering  flight,  and  thro’  the  lick  air  flings 
Spotted  contagion ;  at  his  heels  difmay 
And  defolation  urge  their  fire-wheel’d  yoke 

Terrible;  as  long  of  old,  when  from  the  height 
Of  Paran  came  unwrath’d  the  Mightieft,  {hook 

Earth’s  firm  fixt  bafe  tottering ;  thro’  the  black  night 
Glanc’d  the  flafti’d  lightnings  :  heavens  rent  roof  abroad 
Thunder’d;  and  univerfal  nature  felt  its  God. 

XVI. 

Who  on  that  fcene  of  terror,  on  that  hour 
Of  roufed  indignation,  {hall  withftand 
Th’  Almighty,  when  he  meditates  to  fhower 
The  burfting  vengeance  o’er  a  guilty  land  ! 

Canfl:  thou,  fecure  in  reafon’s  vaunted  pride. 

Tongue-doughty  mifcreant,  who  but  now  didft  gore 
With  more  than  Hebrew  rage  the  innocent  fide 
Of  agonizing  mercy,  bleeding  fore, 

Canft  thou  confront,  with  ftedfaft  eye  unaw’d. 

The  fworded  judgment  {talking  far  and  near? 

Well  may’ll:  thou  tremble,  when  an  injur’d  God 
Difclaims  thee — guilt  is  ever  quick  of  fear — 

Loud  whirlwinds  howl  in  zephyr’s  foftefl:  breath ; 

And  ev’ry  glancing  meteor  glares  imagin’d  death. 
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XVII. 

The  good  alone  are  fearlefs — they  alone 
Firm  and  collected  in  their  virtue,  brave 
The  wreck  of  worlds,  and  look  unftirinking  down 
On  the  dread  vavvnings  of  the  rav’nous  grave  : 
Thrice  happy!  who  the  blamelefs  road  along 
Of  honed  praife  hath  reach’d  the  vale  of  death; 
Around  him,  like  minidrant  cherubs,  throng 
His  better  actions;  to  the  parting  breath 
Singing  their  bleffed  requiems  :  he  the  while 
Gently  repofing  on  fome  friendly  bread. 

Breathes  out  his  benizons ;  then  with  a  fmile 
Of  foft  complacence,  lays  him  down  to  red. 
Calm  as  the  fl umbering  infant :  from  the  goal 
Free  and  unbounded  flies  the  aifembodied  foul. 

XVIII. 

Whether  ome  delegated  charge  below, 

Some  much-lov’d  friend  its  hovering  care  may  cla 
Whether  it  heavenward  foars,  again  to  know 
That  long.- forgot  ten  country  whence  it  came  ; 
Conjecture  ever,  the  misfeatur’d  child 
Of  letter’d  arrogance,  delights  to  run 
Thro’  fpeculation’s  puzzling  mazes  wild, 

And  all  to  end  at  lad  where  it  begun. 

Fain  would  we  trace,  with  reafon’s  erring  clue, 
The  darkfome  paths  of  dediny  "aright; 

In  vain  ;  the  talk  were  eafier  to  purfue  , 

The  tracklefs  wheelings  of  the  fwallow’s  flight. 
From  mortal  ken  himfelf  the  Almighty  lhrouds 
pavilion’d  in  thick  night  and  circumambient  clouds. 


A 
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DESCRIPTIVE  POEM 


ADDRESSED  TO 

TWO  LADIES*, 


AT  THEIR  RETURN  FROM  VIEWING  THE  MINES  NEAR 
WHITEHAVEN. 

BY  TV  R.  DALTON. 


WELCOME  to  light,  advent’rous  pair! 

Thrice  welcome  to  the  balmy  air 
From  fulph’rous  damps  in  caverns  deep  % 

Where  fubterranean  thunders  deep, 

*  Mifs  Lowthers,  daughters  of  the  late  Lord  Lonfdale. 

e  From  fulph’rous  damps,  &c.]  The  coal  mines  near  Whitehaven 
are  greatly  infefted  with  fulminating  damps ;  large  quantities  of  them 
being  frequently  collected  in  thofe  defected  works,  which  are  not  ven¬ 
tilated  with  perpetual  currents  of  freih  air :  and,  in  fuch  works,  they 
often  remain  for  a  long  time,  without  doing  any  mifchief.  But  when, 
by  me  accident,  they  are  fet  on  fire,  they  then  produce  dreadful  ex¬ 
plosions,  very  defiruftive  to  the  miners  ;  and  burfting  out  of  the  pits 
with  great  impetuofity,  like  the  fiery  eruptions  from  burning  mountains, 
force  along  with  them  ponderous  bodies  to  a  great  height  in  the  air. 

C  4  Or, 
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Or,  wait’d,  with  dire  iEtnsean  found 
Bellow  the  trembling  mountain  round. 

Till  to  the  frighted  realms  of  day 

Thro’  flaming  mouths  they  force  their  way  ; 

From  burfling  ltreams  f,  and  burning  rocks. 

From  nature’s  fierce  intefline  fliocks ; 

From  the  dark  manfions  of  defpair. 

Welcome  once  more  to  light  and  ait! 

But  why  explore  that  world  of  night. 

Conceal’d  till  then  from  female  fio-ht? 

O 

Such  grace  and  beauty  why  confine 
One  moment  to  a  dreary  mine? 

Was  it  becanfe  your  curious  eye 
The  fecrets  of  the  earth  would  fpy, 

How  intervein’d  rich  minerals  glow. 

How  bubbling  fountains  learn  to  flow? 

Or  rather  that  the  fons  of  day 
Already  own’d  your  rightful  fway, 

And  therefore,  like  young  Ammon,  you 
Another  world  would  fain  fubdue? 

f  From  burjling  fireams.,  &c.]  _The  coal  in  thefe  mines  hath,  feveral 
times,  been  fet  on  fire  by  the  fulminating  damp,  and  hath  continued 
burning  for  many  months;  until  large  fireams  of  water  were  conduced 
into  the  mines,  and  fullered  to  fill  thofe  parts  where  the  coal  was  on 
fire.  By  filch  fires,  feveral  collieries  have  been  intirely  deflroyed ;  of 
which  there  are  inflances  near  Newcaftle,  and  in  other  parts  of  England, 
and  in  the  fhire  of  Fife  in  Scotland;  in  fome  of  which  places,  the  fire 
has  continued  burning  for  ages.  But  more  mines  have  been  ruined  by 
inundations. 


What 
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What  tho’  fage  Profpero  attend. 

While  you  the  cavern’d  hill  defcend, 

Tho’,  warn’d  by  him,  with  bended  head 
You  (hun  the  (helving  roof,  and  tread 
With  cautious  foot  the  rugged  way. 

While  tapers  drive  to  mimic  day  ? 

Tho’  he  with  hundred  gates  and  chains 
The  Daemons  of  the  mine  reftrains  s, 

To  whom  their  parent,  jealous  earth. 

To  guard  her  hidden  (lores  gave  birth. 

At  which,  while  kindred  furies  fung. 

With  hideous  joy  pale  Orcus  rung  ; 

Tho’  boiling  with  vain  rage  they  (it 
Fix’d  to  the  bottom  of  the  pit, 

While  at  his  beck  the  fpi’rits  of  air 
With  breath  of  heaven  their  taints  repair; 

Or  if  they  feek  fuperior  (kies. 

Thro’  ways  aflign’d  by  him  they  rife, 

Troop  after  troop  at  day  expire 
In  torments  of  perpetual  (ire; 

8  The  dtemons  of  the  mine  refrains,  &c.]  In  order  to  prevent,  as 
much  as  poflible,  the  collieries  from  being  filled  with  thofe  pernicious 
damps,  it  has  been  found  necefiary  carefully  to  fearch  for  thofe  crevifes 
in  the  coal,  from  whence  they  iflue  out ;  and  at  thofe  places,  to  confine 
them  within  a  narrow  fpace;  and  from  thofe  narrow  (paces  in  which 
they  are  confined,  to  conduit  them  through  long  pipes  into  the  open 
air ;  where  being  fet  on  fire,  they  confume  in  perpetual  flames,  as 
they  continually  arife  out  of  the  earth. 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  he  with  fury-quelling  charms 
The  whole  infernal  holt  difarms. 

And  fummonsh  to  your  guarded  fides 
A  fquadron  of  etherial  guides. 

You  Hill,  when  we  together  view 
The  dreadful  enterprize  and  you. 

The  public  care  and  wonder  go 
Of  all  above  and  all  below. 

For  at  your  prefence  toil  is  o’er. 

The  reftlefs  miner  works  no  more. 

Nor  ftrikes  the  flint i,  nor  whirls  the  fteel 
Of  that  ftrange  fpark-emitting  wheel, 

h  And  fummons ,  &c.]  Thofe  who  have  the  direction  of  thefe  deep 
and  extenfive  works,  are  obliged  to  ufe  great  care  and  art  in  keeping 
them  continually  ventilated  with  perpetual  currents  of  freih  air  ;  which 
afford  the  miners  a  conflant  fupply  of  that  vital  fluid,  and  expel  out 
of  the  mines  damps  and  other  noxious  exhalations,  together  with  fuch 
other  burnt  and  foul  air,  as  is  become  poifonous  and  unfit  for  refpira- 
tion. 

i  Nor  ftrikes  the  flint,  &c.]  It  having  been  obferved  by  Mr.  Sped- 
ding,  who  fuperintends  thefe  collieries,  and  to  whom  the  author  here 
gives  the  name  of  Profpero,  that  the  fulminating  damp  could  only  be 
kindled  by  fLme,  and  that  it  was  not  liable  to  be  fet  on  fire  by  red-hot 
iron,  nor  by  the  fparks  produced  by  the  collifion  of  flint  and  fteel,  he 
invented  a  machine,  in  which,  while  a  fteel  wheel  is  turned  round  with 
a  very  rapid  motion,  and  flints  are  applied  thereto,  great  plenty  of 
fiery  fparks  are  emitted,  that  afford  the  miners  fuch  a  light  as  enables 
them  to  carry  on  their  work  in  clofe  places,  where  the  flame  of  a  can¬ 
dle,  or  lamp,  would  occallon  dreadful  explofions.  Without  fome  in¬ 
vention  of  this  fort,  the  working  of  thefe  mines,  fo  greatly  annoyed 
with  thefe  inflammable  damps,  would  long  ago  haye  been  impracti¬ 
cable. 

Which, 
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Which,  form’d  by  Profeero’s  magic  care, 

Plays  harmlefs  in  the  fulphurous  air. 

Without  a  flame  diffufes  light. 

And  makes  the  grifly  cavern  bright. 

His  talk  fecure  the  miner  plies. 

Nor  hears  Tartarian  tempefts  rife; 

But  quits  it  now,  and  haftes  away 
To  this  great  Stygian  holiday. 

Agape  the  footy  collier  itands. 

His  axe  fufpended  in  his  hands. 

His  ^Ethiopian  teeth  the  while 
“  Grin  horribly  a  ghaftly  fmile,” 

To  fee  two  goddefles  fo  fair 
Defcend  to  him  from  fields  of  air. 

Not  greater  wonder  feiz’d  th’  abode 
Of  gloomy  Dis,  infernal  god, 

With  pity  when  th’  Orphean  lyre 
Did  every  iron  heart  infpire. 

Sooth’d  tortur’d  ghofts  with  heavenly  drains, 

And  refpited  eternal  pains. 

But  on  you  move  k  thro’  ways  lefs  deep 
To  loftier  chambers  of  the  deep, 

Whofe 

k  But  on  you  move,  &c.]  The  reader  may  fuppofe  that  he  hath 
entered  thefe  mines  by  the  opening  at  the  bottom  of  a  hill,  and  hath  al¬ 
ready  parted  through  a  long  adit,  hewn  in  the  rock,  and  arched  over 
with  brick,  which  is  the  principal  road  into  them  for  men,  and  for 
horfes;  and  which,  by  a  ft  cep  defcent,  leads  down  to  the  lowed  vein  of 

coal. 
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Wnofe  jetty  pillars  feem  to  groan 
Beneath  a  ponderous  roof  of  done. 

Then  with  increafing  wonder  gaze 
The  dark  inextricable  maze. 

Where  cavern  croffing  cavern  meet:, 

(City  of  fubterraneous  ftreets !) 

Where  in  a  triple  1  dory  end 

Mines  that  o’er  mines  by  flights  afcend. 

But  who  in  order  can  relate 
What  terror  {fill  your  fceps  await? 

How  ifrning  from  the  fulphurous  coal 
Thiel;  Acherontic  rivers  m  roll  ? 

How  in  clofe  center  of  thefe  mines. 

Where  orient  morning  never  fhines, 

coal.  Being  arrived  at  the  coal,  he  may  fuppofe  himfelf  dill  to  Jefcend, 
by  ways  lei's  deep,  till,  after  a  journey  of  a  mile  and  a  half,  he  arrives 
at  the  profounded  parts  of  the  mine.  The  greated  part  of  this  defeent 
is  through  fcacious  galleries,  which  continually  interfect  other  galleries ; 
all  the  coal  being  cut  away  except  large  p  liars,  which,  in  d^ep  parts  of 
the  mine,  are  three  yards  high,  and  about  twelve  yards  fquare  at  the 
bafe ;  fuch  great  drength  being  there  required  to  fupport  tiie  ponderous 
roof. 

1  A  triple  ftory,  &c]  There  are  here  three  drata  of  coal,  which  lie 
at  a  confiderabie  didance  one  above  another.  The  mines  wrought  in 
thefe  parallel  drata  have  a  communication  by  pits,  and  are  compared  by 
the  author  to  the  dnibrent  dories  of  a  building. 

m  Thick  Achem-tlc  rivers,  &c.]  The  water  that  flows  from  the  coal 
is  collected  into  one  dream,  which  runs  towards  the  nre-engines.  This 
water  is  yellow  and  turbid,  from  a  mixture  of  ocher,  and  Co  very  corro- 
Gve,  that  it  quickly  conftimes  iron. 


l\or 
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Nor  the  wing’d  zephyrs  e’er  refort. 

Infernal  darknefs  holds  her  court? 

How,  breathlefs,  with  faint  pace,  and  flow  ", 

Thro’  her  grim  fultry  realm  you  go. 

Till  purer  rifing  gales  difpenfe 
Their  cordials  to  the  flckenin?  fenfe? 

o 

Your  progrefs  next  the  wondering  mufe 
Thro’  narrow  galleries  purfues; 

Where  earth  °,  the  miner’s  way  to  clofe. 

Did  once  the  mafly  rock  oppofe : 

In 

n  How,  breathlefs,  with  faint  face,  and  foie,  See.]  Thofe  who  de- 
feend  into  thefe  mines,  find  them  mod  clofe  and  fultry  in  the  middle 
parts,  that  are  mod  remote  from  the  pits  and  adits,  and  perceive  them 
to  grow  cooler  the  nearer  they  approach  to  thofe  pits  which  are  funk  to 
the  deeped  parts  of  the  mines;  down  which  pits,  large  dreams  of  frelh 
air  are  made  to  defeend,  and  up  which,  the  water  is  drawn  out,  by- 
means  of  fire-engines. 

°  Where  earth,  &c.]  The  vein  cf  coal  is  not  always  regularly  con¬ 
tinued  in  the  fame  inclined  plane,  but,  indead  thereof,  the  miners  fre¬ 
quently  meet  with  hard  rock,  which  interrupts  their  further  progrefs. 
At  fuch  places  there  feem  to  have  been  breaks  in  the  earth,  from  the 
furface  downwards ;  one  part  of  the  earth  feeming  to  have  funk  down, 
while  the  part  adjoining  has  remained  in  its  ancient  f-tuation.  In  fome 
of  thefe  places,  the  earth  may  have  funk  ten  or  twenty  fathoms,  or 
more;  in  other  places,  lefs  than  one  fathom.  Thefe  breaks,  the 
miners  call  Dykes ;  and  when  they  come  at  one  of  them,  their  fil'd  care 
is  to  difeover  whether  the  drata  in  the  part  adjoining  be  higher  or  lower 
than  in  the  part  where  they  have  been  working:  or,  (to  ufe  their  own 
terms)  whether  the  coal  be  cad  down,  or  cad  up.  If  it  be  cad  down, 

they 
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In  vain :  his  daring  axe  he  heaves, 

Tow’rds  the  black  vein  a  pafiage  cleaves: 

Diffever’d  by  the  nitrous  blaft, 

The  Itubborn  barrier  burfts  at  laft. 

Thus  urg’d  by  hunger’s  clamorous  call, 

IncelTant  labour  conquers  all. 

In  fpacious  rooms  once  more  you  tread, 

Whole  roofs  p  with  figures  quaint  o’erfpread 
Wild  nature  paints  with  various  dyes, 

With  fuch  as  tinge  the  evening  Ikies. 

A  different  feene  to  this  fucceeds : 

The  dreary  road  abruptly  leads 
Down  to  the  cold  and  humid  caves, 

Where  hiding  fall  the  turbid  waves. 

Refounding  deep  thro’  glimmering  fhades 
The  clank  of  chains  your  ears  invades. 

Thro’  pits  profound  from  diflant  day. 

Scarce  travels  down  light’s  languid  ray. 

High  on  huge  axis  heav’d,  above, 

See  ballanc’d  beams  unweary’d  move! 

they  fink  a  pit  to  it;  but  if  it  be  caff  up  to  any  confiderable  height,  they 
are  often-times  obliged,  with  great  labour  and  expence,  as  at  the  place 
here  deferibed,  to  carry  forwards  a  level  or  long  gallery  through  the 
rock,  until  they  again  arrive  at  the  flratum  of  coal. 

P  Wbofe  roofs,  &c.]  Thefe  colours,  with  which  the  free-flone  roof 
of  the  mines  is  beautifully  variegated  in  many  places,  and  which  have 
the  appearance  of  clouds,  feem  to  proceed  from  exfudations  of  falts, 
ocher,  ;nd  other  earthy  fubflances. 


While 
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While  pent  within  the  iron  womb  9 
Of  boiling  caldrons  pants  for  room. 
Expanded  fleam,  and  Ihrinks,  or  fwells. 
As  cold  reftrains,  or  heat  impells. 


And, 


q  While  peat  within  the  iron  womb.  See.]  The  author  hath  here 
taken  occafion  to  celebrate  the  fire-engine,  the  invention  of  which  does 
fuch  honour  to  this  nation.  He  has  endeavoured  to  deferibe,  in  a  po¬ 
etic  manner,  the  effefts  of  the  eiaftic  fleam,  and  the  great  power  of  the 
atmofphere;  which,  by  their  alternate  aftions,  give  force  and  motion  to 
the  beam  of  this  engine,  and  by  it,  to  the  pump-rods,  which  elevate 
the  water  through  tubes,  and  difeharge  it  out  of  the  mine.  It  appears, 
from  pretty  exact  calculations,  that  it  would  require  about  550  men,  or 
a  power  equal  to  that  of  no  horfes,  to  work  the  pumps  of  one  of  the 
largeft  fire-engines  now  in  ufe,  (the  diameter  of  whofe  cylinder  is  fe- 
venty  inches)  and  thrice  that  number  of  men  to  keep  an  engine  of  this 
fize  conftantly  at  work.  And  that  as  much  water  may  be  raifed  by  an 
engine  of  this  fize  kept  conftantly  at  work,  as  can  be  drawn  up  by  ijio 
men  with  rollers  and  buckets,  after  the  manner  now  daily  praOifed  in 
many  mines;  or  as  much  as  can  be  borne  up  on  the  fhoulders  of  twice 
that  number  of  men ;  as  is  faid  to  be  done  in  feme  of  the  mines  of  Peru. 
— So  great  is  the  power  of  the  air  in  one  of  thofe  engines. 

There  are  four  fire-engines  belonging  to  this  colliery;  which,  when 
all  at  work,  difeharge  from  it  about  1118  gallons  every  minute,  at 
thirteen  flrokes;  1,768,310  gallons  every  twenty-four  hours.  By  the 
four  engines  here  employed,  nearly  twice  the  above-mentioned  quantity 
of  water  might  be  difebarged  from  mines  that  are  not  above  fixty  or 
feventy  fathoms  deep,  which  depth  is  rarely  exceeded  in  the  Newcaftle 
collieries,  or  in  any  of  the  Engliih  collieries,  thofe  of  Whitehaven  ex¬ 
cepted. 

The  reader  may  find  an  account  of  Savery’s  engine  in  Harris’s  Lexi¬ 
con  Technicum. — Many  great  improvements  have  been  made  to  it  fince, 

and 
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And,  ready  for  the  vacant  fpace, 

Incumbent  air  refumes  his  place, 

Deprefling  with  ftupendous  force 
Whate’er  refills  his  downward  courfe, 

Pumps  mov’d  by  rods  from  ponderous  beams 
Arreil  the  unfufpe&ing  dreams. 

Which  foon  a  fluggilh  pool  would  lie; 

Then  fpout  them  foaming  to  the  Iky. 

Sagacious  Savery !  taught  by  thee 
Difcordant  elements  agree, 

Fire,  water,  air,  heat,  cold  unite. 

And  lifted  in  one  fervice  fight. 

Pure  ftreams  to  thirfty  cities  fend, 

0r  deepeft  mines  from  floods  defend. 

Man’s  richeft  gift  thy  work  will  foine; 

Rome’s  aquedafts  were  poor  to  thine ! 

At  laft  the  long  defcent  is  o’er; 

Above  your  heads  the  billows  roar  r  : 

High 

afid  are  daily  making;  feveral  of  which  are  related  in  the  Philofophical 
Tranfa&ions.  The  beft  account  of  it,  its  various  improvement  and 
ufes,  is,  I  think,  in  Dr.  Defaguliers’s  conrfe  of  experimental  philofo- 
phy,  vol.  ii. 

1  Above  your  beads,  &c.]  The  mines  are  here  funk  to  the  depth  of 
one  hundred  and  thirty  fathoms,  and  are  extended  under  the  fea  to 
places  where  there  is,  above  them,  fufficient  depth  of  water  for  fhips  of 
large  burden.  Thefe  are  the  deepeft  coal-mines  that  have  hitherto  been 
wrought;  and  perhaps  the  miners  have  not,  in  any  other  part  of  the 
globe,  penetrated  to  fo  great  a  depth  below  the  furface  of  the  fea ;  the 

very 
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High  o’er  your  heads  they  roar  in  vain ; 

Not  all  the  furges  of  the  main 
^he  dark  recefs  can  e’er  difclofe. 

Rocks  heap’d  on  rocks  th’  attempt  oppofe : 

Thrice  Dover’s  cliff  from  you  the  tides 
With  interpofing  roof  divides ! 

From  fuch  abyfs  reftor’d  to  light. 

Invade  no  more  the  realms  of  night. 

For  heroines  it  may  well  fuffice 
Once  to  have  left  thefe  azure  {kies. 

Heroes  themfelves,  in  days  of  yore. 

Bold  as  they  were,  atchiev’d  no  more. 

Without  a  dread  defcent  you  may 
The  mines  in  their  effefls  furvey. 

And  with  an  eafy  eye  look  down 
On  that  fair  port  and  happy  town. 

Where  late  along  the  naked  ftrand 
The  fiiher’s  cot  did  lonely  ftand. 

And  his  poor  bark  unlhelter’d  lay. 

Of  every  fwelling  furge  the  prey. 

Now  lofty  piers  their  arms  extend, 

And  with  their  ftrong  embraces  bend 
Round  crowded  fleets,  which  fafe  defy 
All  ftorms  that  rend  the  wintry  fky, 

very  deep  mines  in  Hungary,  Peru,  and  elfewhere,  being  fituated  in 
mountainous  countries,  where  the  furface  of  the  earth  is  elevated  to  a 
great  height  above  the  level  o£  the  ocean. 

VOL.  I.  D  And 
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And  bulwarks  beyond  bulwarks  chain 
The  fury  of  the  roaring  main. 

The  peopled  vale  fair  dwellings  fill. 

And  lengthening  ftreets  afcend  the  hill? 

Where  induftry,  intent  to  thrive. 

Brings  all  her  honey  to  the  hive  j 
Religion  firikes  with  reverent  awe. 

Example  works  th’  effefl  of  law, 

And  plenty’s  flowing  cup  we  fee 
Untainted  yet  by  luxury. 

Thefe  are  the  glories  of  the  mine !' 

Creative  commerce,  thefe  are  thine  !' 

Here  while  delighted  you  impart 
Delight  to  every  eye  and  heart. 

Behold,  grown  jealous  of  your  flay. 

Your  native  ftream  5  his  charms  difplay. 

To  court  you  to  his  banks  again  ; 

Now  wind  in  wanton  waves  his  train. 

Now  fpread  into  a  chryftal  plain ; 

Then  hid  by  pendent  rocks  would  fteal. 

But  tuneful  falls  his  courfe  reveal, 

As  down  the  bending  vale  he  roves 
Thro’  Yanwath  woods,  and  Buckholme’s  groves? 
Whofe  broad  o’erfpreading  boughs  beneath 
Warbling  he  flows,  while  zephyrs  breathe. 

Here  foftly  fwells  the  fpacious  lawn, 

-Where  bounds  the  buck,  and  fkips  the  fawn,  . 

s  2'*ur  native  ftream,  Src.l  The  river  Lowther. 

*  i 
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Or,  couch’d  beneath  the  hawthorn-trees. 

In  dappled  groups  enjoy  the  breeze. 

Amid  yon  funn)  plain,  alone. 

To  patriarchal  reverence  grown. 

An  oak  for  many  an  age  has  flood 
Himfelf  a  widely  waving  wood. 

While  men  and  herds,  with  fwift  decay* 

Race  after  race,  have  pafs’d  away. 

See  ftill  his  central  trunk  fuftain 

Huge  boughs,  which  round  o’erhang  the  plain* 

And  hofpitable  fhade  inclofe. 

Where  flocks  and  herds  at  eafe  repofe ! 

There  the  brown  fells  afcend  the  fky, 
i3elow,  the  green  inclofures  lie; 

Along  their  Hoping  fides  fupine 
The  peaceful  villages  recline : 

On  azure  roofs  *  bright  fun-beams  play, 

And  make  the  meaneft  dwelling  gay. 

Thus  oft  the  wife  all-ruling  Mind 
Is  to  the  lowly  cottage  kind. 

Bids  th'ere  his  beams  of  favour  fall, 

While  forrow  crowds  the  lofty  hall. 

That  this  may  fear  his  awful  frown. 

And  grateful  that  his  goodnefs  own. 

If,  grown  familiar  to  the  fight, 

Lowther  itfelf  lhould  lefs  delight; 

*  On  azure  roofs,  &e.]  The  houfes  of  this  country  are  covert! 
with  a  beautiful  blue  Hate. 
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Then  change  the  fcene :  to  nature’s  pride, 

Sweet u  Kefwick’s  vale,  the  mule  will  guide. 

u  Sweet  Kefwick' 5  vale,  etc.]  This  delightful  vale  is  thus  elegantly 
deferibed  by  the  late  ingenious  Dr.  Brown  in  a  letter  to  a  friend.  “  In 
my  way  to  the  north  from  Hagley,  I  palled  through  Dovedale;  and,  lo 
lay  the  truth,  was  diiappointod  in  it.  When  I- came  to  Buxten,  I  vi- 
fited  another  or  two  of  their  romantic  feenes;  but  thefe  are  inferior  to 
Dovedale.  They  are  all  but  poor  miniatures  of  Kefwick;  which  ex¬ 
ceeds  them  more  in  grandeur  than  I  can  give  you  to  imagine;  and  more, 
if  polldbie,  in  beauty  than  in  grandeur. 

“  Inftead  of  the  narrow  flip  of  valley  which  is  feen  at  Dovedale,  you 
have  at  Kefwick  a  vaft  amphitheatre,  in  circumference  above  twenty 
miles.  Inftead  of  a  meagre  rivulet,  a  noble  living  lake,  ten  miles  round, 
of  an  oblong  form,  adorned  with  a  variety  of  wooded  iflands.  The 
rocks  indeed  of  Dovedale  are  finely  wild,  pointed,  and  irregular;  but- 
the  hills  are  both  little  and  unanimated;  and  the  margin  of  the  brook 
is  poorly  edged  with  weeds,  morafs,  and  brulhwood.  But  at  Kefwick, 
roil  will,  on  one  fide  of  the  lake,  fee  a  rich  and  beautiful  la-nd/kip  of 
cultivated  fields,  riling  to  the  eye  in  fine  inequalities,  with  noble  groves 
of  oak,  happily  difperfed;  and  climbing,  the  adjacent  hills,  fhade  above 
Blade,  in  the  moft  various  and  picffurefque  forms.  On  the  oppofite 
(bore,  you  will  find  rocks  and  cliffs  of  ftupendous.  height,,  hanging 
broken  over  the  l.kc  in  horrible  grandeur,  fome  of  them  a  thoufand 
feet  high,  the  woods  climbing  up' their  fteep  and  fhaggy  fides,  where 
mortal  foot  never  yet  approached:  on  thefe  dreadful  heights  the  eagles 
build  their  nefts;  a  variety  of  water-falls  are  feen  pouring  from  their 
fummits,  and  tumbling  in  vaft  Ifceets  from  rock  to  rock  in  rude  and  tcr- 
lible  magnificence:  while  on  all  fides  of  this  immenfe  amphitheatre  the 
lofty  mountains  rife  round,  piercing  the  clouds  in  lhapes  as  fpiry  and 
fimtuftic  as  the  very  rocks  of  Dovedale.  To  this  I  muff  add  the  fre¬ 
quent 
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The  mufe,  who  t-rod  th’  inchar.ted  ground, 

,  Who  fail’d  the  wonderous  lake  around, 

quent  and  bold  projeCHon  of  the  cliffs  into  the  lake,  forming  noble  bays 
and  promontories :  in  other  parts  they  finely  retire  from  it,  and  often 
open  in  abrupt  chafms  or  clefts,  through  which  at  hand  you  fee  rich 
.and  uncultivated  vales,  and  beyond  thefe,  at  various  diftance,  mountain 
rifing  over  mountain ;  among  which,  new  profpeCts  pcefeut  themfclves 
in  mill,  till  the  eye  is  loft  in  an  agreeable  perplexity. 

Where  active  fancy  travels  beyond  fenfe, 

Aral  pictures  things  unfeen. — — 

Were  I  to  analyfe  the  two  places  into  their  conftituerrt  principles,  I 
fhould  tell  you,  that  the  full  perfection  of  Kefwick  confifts  of  three  cir- 
cumftances,  beauty,  horror,  and  immenfity  united;  the  lecond  of  which 
alone  is  found  in  Dovedale.  Of  beauty  it  hath  little ;  nature  having  left 
it  almoft  a  defert :  neither  its  fmall  extent,  nor  the  diminutive  and  lifc- 
lefs  form  of  the  hills,  admit  magnificence  ;  but  to  give  you  a  complete 
idea  of  thefe  three  perfections,  as  they  are  joined  in  Kefwick,  would  re¬ 
quire  the  united  powers  of  Claude,  Salvator,  and  Pouflin.  The  firft 
fhould  throw  his  delicate  Amfhine  over  the  cultivated  vales,  the  fcat- 
tered  cots,  the  groves,  the  lake,  and  wooded  ifiands.  The  fecond 
fhould  dalh  out  the  horror  of  the  rugged  cliffs,  the  fteeps,  the  hanging 
woods,  and  foaming  water-falls;  while  the  grand  pencil  of  pouflin 
fhould  crown  the  whole  with  the  majeftv  of  the  impending  mountains. 

“  So  much,  for  what  I  would  call  the  permanent  beauties  of  this 
.  aftonifhing  feene.  Were  I  not  afraid  of  being  tkefome,  I  could  now 
dwell  as  long  on  its  varying  or  accidental  beauties.  I  would  fail  round 
.  the  lake,  anchor  in  every  bay,  and  land  you  on  every  promontory  and 
ijl.md.  I  would,  point  out  the  perpetual  change  of  profpeCb:  the  w  oods, 
rocks,  cliffs,  and  mountains,  by  turns  vanlfhing  or  rifing  into  view: 
now  gaining  on  the  fight,  hanging  over  our  heads  in  their  full  dimen- 
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With  you  will  hafte  once  more  to  haij 
The  beauteous  brook  of  Borrodale. 

From 

fions,  beautifully  dreadful;  and  now,  by  a  change  of  fituation,  afluming 
new  romantic  ftiapes,  retiring  and  leffening  on  the  eye,  and  infenfibly 
lofing  themfelves  in  an  azure  mift.  I  would  remark  the  contrail:  of 
light  and  iliade,  produced  by  the  morning  and  evening  fun  ;  the  one 
gilding  the  weilern,  the  other  the  eafiern  fide  of  this  immenfe  amphi-r 
theatre;  while  the  vail  lhadow  projected  by  the  mountains  buries  the 
oppofitepzrt  in  a  deep  and  purple  gloom,  which  the  eye  can  hardly  pe¬ 
netrate:  the  natural  variety  of  colouring  which  the  fever'd  objects  pro¬ 
duce  is  no  leis  wonderful  -nd  pleafmg  :  the  ruling  timfls  in  the  valley 
being  thofe  of  azure,  green,  ami  gold,  yet  ever  various,  arifing  from 
an  intermixture  oi  the  lake,  the  woods,  the  grafs,  and  corn-fields :  thefe 
are  finely  contrailed  by  the  grey  rocks  and  cliffs;  and  the  whole  heigh¬ 
tened  by  the  yellow  dream,  of  light,  the  purple  hues,  and  miily  azure 
of  the  mountains.  Sometimes  a  ferene  air  and  clear  iky  difclofe  the  tops 
of  the  higheil  hills :  at  others,  you  fee  the  clouds  involving  their  fum- 
mits,  reding  on  their  fides,  or  defeending  to  their  bafe,  and  rolling 
among  the  vallies,  as  in  a  vad  furnace;  when  the  winds  are  high,  they 
roar  among  the  cliffs  and  caverns  like  peals  of  thunder;  then,  too,  the 
clouds  are  feen  in  vad  bodies  fweeping  along  the  h  s  is  in  gloomy  great? 
nefs,  while  the  lake  joins  the  tumult,  and  toiTes  like  a  fea:  but  in  calm 
weather  the  whole  feene  becomes  new  :  the  lake  is  a  perfect  mirror ; 
and  the  landikip  in  all  its  beauty:  iilands,  fields,  woods,  rocks,  and 
mountains,  are  feen  nverted,  and  floating  on  its  furfacc.  I  will  now 
carry  you  to  the  top  of  a  cliff,  where,  if  you  dare  approach  the  ridge, 
a  new  feene  of  adonifbment  prefents  itfelf;  where  the  valley,  lake, 
and  iilands,  feem  lying  at  your  feet ;  where  this  expanfe  of  water  ap- 
pear;  diminiihed  to  a  little  pool  amidfl  the  vad  and  immeafurable  ob- 
ieds  that  furround  it;  for  here  the  fummits  of  more  didant  hills  appear 
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From  favage  parent,  gentle  ft  re  am ! 

Be  thou  the  mufe’s  favourite  theme : 

O  foft  infinuating  glide 
Silent  along  the  meadow’s  fide, 

Smooth  o’er  the  fandy  bottom  pafs 
Refplendent  all  thro’  fluid  glafs, 

Unlefs  upon  thy  yielding  breaft 
Their  painted  heads  the  lilies  reft, 

To  where  in  deep  capacious  bed 
The  widely  liquid  lake  is  fpread. 

Let  other  ftreams  rejoice  to  roar 
Down  the  rough  rocks  of  dread  Lodore  x, 

Rufli  raving  on  with  boifterous  fweep. 

And  foaming  rend  the  frighted  deep. 

Thy  gentle  genius  {brinks  away 
From  fuch  a  rude  unequal  fray; 

Thro’  thine  own  native  dale,  where  rife 
Tremendous  rocks  amid  the  fkies, 

{beyond  thofe  you  have  already  feen;  and  riling  behind  each  other  in 
fucceflive  ranges  and  azure  groups  of  craggy  and  broken  ftccps,  form, 
an  immenfe  and  awful  picture,  which  can  only  be  exprefled  by  the 
image  of  a  tempeftuous  fea  of  mountains.  Let  me  now  conduft  you 
down  again  to  die  valley,  and  conclude  with  one  circumftance  more ; 
•which  is,  that  a  walk  by  ftill  moon-light  (at  which  time  the  diftant 
water-falls  are  heard  in  all  their  variety  of  found)  among  thefe  inchant- 
ing  dales,  open  fugli  feenes  of  delicate  beauty,  repofe,  and  folcmnity, 
as  exceed  all  defeription. 

x  Cf  dread  Lodore,  &c.j  A  very  high  cafcade  here  falls  into  the 
lake  of  Derwentwater,  near  where  Borrodale-beck  (or  brook)  enters 
into  it,  as  defefibed  above. 
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Thy  waves  with  patience  {lowly  wind. 

Till  they  the  fmootheft  channel  find. 

Soften  the  horrors  of  the  fcene. 

And  thro’  confufion  flow  ferene. 

Horrors  like  thefe  at  firlt  alarm, 

But  foon  with  favage  grandeur  charm, 

And  raife  to  nobleft  thoughts  your  mind ; 

Thus  by  thy  fall,  Lodore,  reclin’d, 

The  cragged  cliff,  impendent  wood, 

Whofe  Ihadows  mix  o’er  half  the  flood. 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  folemn  fail, 

Scarce  lifted  by  the  languid  gale  > 

O’er  the  capp’d  hill,  and  darken’d  vale;  3 

The  ravening  kite,  and  bird  of  Jove, 

Which  round  th’  aereal  ocean  rove. 

And,  floating  on  the  billowy  fky, 

With  full  expanded  pennons  fly. 

Their  fluttering  or  their  bleating  prey 
Thence  with  death-dooming  eye  furvey; 

Channels  by  rocky  torrents  torn  y , 

Rocks  to  the  lake  in  thunder  borne. 

Or  fuch  as  o’er  our  heads  appear 
Sufpended  in  their  mid  career, 

y  Channels  by  rocky  torrents  torn,  &c.]  For  an  account  of  an  extra¬ 
ordinary  florm  in  a  part  of  this  country,  called  St.  John’s  vale,  by 
w h Lch  numerous  fragments  of  rocks  were  driven  down  from  the  moun¬ 
tains,  along  with  cataracts  of  water,  fee  a  letter  from  Cockermouth,  in¬ 
ferred  in  the  Gentleman’s  Magazine  of  October,  1754. 
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To  ftart  again  at  his  command. 

Who  rules  fire,  water,  air,  and  land, 

I  view  with  wonder  and  delight, 

A  pleafing,  tho’  an  awful  fight : 

For,  feen  with  them,  the  verdant  illes 
Soften  with  more  delicious  fmiles. 

More  tempting  twine  their  opening  bowers. 
More  lively  glow  the  purple  flowers. 

More  fmoothly  Hopes  the  border  gay. 

In  fairer  circle  bends  the  bay. 

And  laft,  to  fix  our  wandering  eyes. 

Thy  roofs,  O  Kefwick,  brighter  rife 
The  lake  and  lofty  hills  between. 

Where  giant  Skiddow  fhuts  the  fcene; 

Supreme  of  mountains,  Skiddow,  hail ! 
rl  o  whom  all  Britain  finks  a  vale! 

Lo,  his  imperial  brow  I  fee 
From  foul  ufurping  vapours  free! 

’Twere  glorious  now  his  fide  to  climb. 
Boldly  to  fcale  his  top  fublime! 

And  thence — my  mnfe,  thefe  flights  forbear. 
Nor  with  wild  raptures  tire  the  fair. 

Hills,  recks,  and  dales  have  been  too  leng 
The  fubjeft  of  thy  ramlaling  forig. 

Far  other  feenes  their  minds  employ. 

And  move  their  hearts  with  fofter  joy. 

For  pleafures  they  need  never  roam, 

1  heirs  with  affection  dw^ell,  at  home. 


Thrice 


(  42  ) 

Thrice  happy  they  at  home  to  prove 
A  parent’s  and  a  brother’s  love. 

Her  bright  example  pleas’d  to  trace. 
Learn  every  virtue,  every  grace. 

Which  luftre  give  in  female  life 
To  daughter,  filler,  parent,  wife; 
Grateful  to  fee  her  guardian  care 
A  tender  father’s  lofs  repair. 

And,  rifing  far  o’er  grief  and  pain. 

The  glories  of  her  race  maintain. 

Their  a-ntient  feats  let  others  fly. 

To  llroll  beneath  a  foreign  Iky, 

Or  loitering  in  their  villas  flay. 

Till  ufelefs  fummers  walle  away. 

While,  hopelefs  of  their  lord’s  return. 
The  poor  exhaulled  tenants  mourn; 
From  Lowther  Ihe  difdains  to  run 
To  balk  beneath  a  fouthern  fun. 

Opens  the  hofpitable  door, 

Welcomes  the  friend,  relieves  the  poor; 
Bids  tenants  lhare  the  lib’ral  board, 

And  early  know  and  love  their  lord, 
Whofe  courteous  deeds  to  all  extend. 

And  make  each  happy  guclt  a  friend. 
To  fmiling  earth  the  grateful  main 
Thus  gives  her  gather’d  llreatns  again 
In  Ihowers  on  hill,  and  dale,  and  plain. 
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O  may  the  virtues,  which  adorn 
With  moded  beams  his  rifing  morn. 

Unclouded  grow  to  perfeft  day! 

May  he  with  bounty’s  brighted  ray 
The  natives  c’hear,  enrich  the  foil. 

With  arts  improve,  reward  their  toil. 

Glad  with  kind  warmth  our  northern  fky. 

And  generous  Lonfdale’s  lofs  fupply. 

epistle 

TO  THE 

Bight  Iion^Vthe  Lord  Vifcount  Beauchamp* 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXXXV-VI. 

BY  THE  SAME, 


MY  LORD, 


< ‘ 


WHAT  is  Nobility?”  you  wilh  to  know. 

The  real  fubdance  dripp’d  of  all  its  Ihovv; 
And  can  you  then  the  honed  freedom  bear 
Of  truths  I  ought  to  tell,  and  you  to  hear? 

Or  diall  I  fay — “  Such  beauty,  birth,  edate, 

J\lud  make  their  owner  lov’d,  and  make  him  great! 
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Above  the  mean  reftraint  of  vulgar  rules, 

“  Your  will  a  law,  plebeians  but  your  tools, 

“  While  mingling  with  your  blood  each  honour  flows, 

“  And  in  each  pulfe  a  Percy’s  ardor  glows  ? - 

Not  fo  the  mufe :  Ate  teaches  you  to  know. 

How  vain  thofe  honours  you  to  others  owe] 

Who  rife  to  glory,  muft  by  virtue  rife, 

’Tis  in  the  mind  ail  genuine  greatnefs  lies: 

On  that  eternal  bafe,  on  that  alone, 

The  world’s  efteem  you  build,  and  more - your  own. 

Tho’  Percy,  Seymour,  mighty  names !  combine 
To  fwell  your  blood,  to  dignify  your  line ; 

For  you  tho’  fortune  all  her  ftores  has  fpread. 

And  beauty  points  to  pleafure’s  rofy  bfed ; 

Yet  what  avail  birth,  beauty,  fortune’s  ftore. 

The  plume  of  title,  and  the  pride  of  power. 

If  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  honour’s  call, 

To  tyrant  vice  a  wretched  Have  you  fall  ? 

To  vice,  paternal  laurels  you  muft  yield; 

Revers’d  each  triumph,  loft  each  purple  field; 

Your  fires  no  more  their  captive  foes  detain. 

You  pay  the  ranfom,  and  you  break  the  chain; 

No  more  your  high-defcended  fame  we  view. 

No  Hartford  fought,  am  Percy  bled  for  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  ambition  fills  your  mind. 

And  in  life’s  voyage  is ,fh’ impelling  wind; 

But  at  die  helm  let  fober  reafon  ftand. 

And  fteer  the  bark,  with  heaven-dire&ed  hand; 
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So  (hall  you  fafe  ambition’s  gales  receive. 

And  ride  fecurely,  tho’  the  billows  heave ; 

So  lhall  you  Ihun  the  giddy  hero’s  fate. 

And  by  her  influence  be  both  good  and  great. 

She  bids  you  firfl:,  in  life’s  foft  vernal  hours. 

With  aftive  induftry,  wake  nature’s  powers; 

With  rifing  years,  ftill  riling  arts  difplay; 

With  new-born  graces,  mark  each  new-born  day. 
’Tis  now  the  time  young  paflion  to  command, 

While  yet  the  pliant  Hem  obeys  the  hand  ; 

Guide  now  the  courfer  with  a  Heady  rein. 

Ere  yet  he  bounds  o’er  pleafure’s  flowery  plain : 

In  paflion’s  ftrife,  no  medium  you  can  have; 

You  rule  a  mailer,  or  fubmit  a  Have. 
f‘  For  whom  thefe  toils,  you  may  perhaps  enquire;” 
Firfl:  for  yourfelf:  Next  nature  will  infpire 
The  filial  thought,  fond  wilh,  and  kindred  tear. 
Which  make  the  parent  and  the  filler  dear: 

To  thefe,  in  clofelt  bands  of  love,  ally’d, 

Their  joy  or  grief  you  live,  their  lhame  or  pride; 
Hence  timely  learn  to  make  their  blifs  your  own. 

And  fcorn  to  think  or  aft  for  felf  alone; 

Hence  bravely  ftrive  upon  your  own  to  raife 
Their  honour,  grandeur,  dignity,  and  praife. 

But  wider  far,  beyond  the  narrow  bound 
Of  family,  ambition  fearche?  round; 

Searches  to  find  the  friend’s  delightful  face. 

The  friend  at  lealt  demands  the  fecond  place. 
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And  yet  beware  :  tor  moft  defire  a  friend 
From  meaner  motives,  not  for  virtue’s  end* 

There  are,  who  with  fond  favour’s  fickle  gale 
Now  hidden  fwell,  and  now  contrafl  their  fail; 

This  week  devour,  the  next  with  fickening  eye 
Avoid,  and  call  the  fully’d  play-thing  by; 

There  are,  who,  tofling  in  the  bed  of  vice. 

For  flattery’s  opiate  give  the  highell  price; 

Yet  from  the  faving  hand  of  friendlhip  turn. 

Her  med’cines  dread,  her  generous  offers  fpurn. 

Deferted  greatnefs !  who  but  pities  thee? 

By  crowds  encompafs’d,  thou  no  friend  can’ll:  feet 
Or  Ihould  kind  truth  invade  thy  tender  ear, 

We  pity  frill;  for  thou  no  truth  can’ll  hear. 

Ne’er  grudg’d  thy  wealth  to  fwell  an  ufelefs  Hate* 

Yet,  frugal,  deems  th’ expence  of  friends  too  great  : 

For  friends,  ne’er  mixing  in  ambitious  ftrife, 

For  friends,  the  richeft  furniture  of  life ! 

Be  your’s,  my  lord,  a  nobler,  higher  aim, 

Your  pride  to  burn  with  friendfliip’s  facred  flame  ; 

By  virtue  kindled,  by  like  manners  fed. 

By  mutual  wilhes,  mutual  favors  fpread, 

Increas’d  with  years,  by  candid  truth  refin’d. 

Pour  all  its  boundlefs  ardors  thro’  your  mind. 

Be  your’s  the  care  a  chofen  band  to  gain ; 

With  them  to  glory’s  radiant  fummit  drain. 

Aiding  and  aided  each,  while  all  contend, 

Who  bell,  who  braved,  lhall  aflilt  his  friend. 

Thu; 
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Thus  {till  (hould  private  friendlhips  (pread  around. 
Till  in  their  joint  embrace  the  public’s  found. 

The  common  friend  1 — therf  all  her  good  explore, 
Explor’d,  purfue  with  each  unbiafs’d  power. 

But  chief  the  greated  (hould  her  laws  revere. 
Ennobling  honours,  which  (he  bids  them  wear, 

A  Briti(h  noble  is  a  dubious  name. 

Of  lowed  infamy,  or  highed  fame: 

Born  to  redrefs  an  injur’d  orphan’s  caufe. 

To  fmooth  th’  unequal  frown  of  rigid  laws ; 

To  dand  an  idhmus  of  our  well-mix’d  date, 

Where  rival  powers  with  redlefs  billows  beat. 

And  from  each  fide  alike  the  fury  fling 
Of  maddening  commons,  or  rncroaching  king. 

How  mean,  who  fcorns  his  country’s  facred  voice  1 
By  birth  a  patriot,  but  a  (lave  by  choice. 

How  great,  who  anfwers  this  illudrious  end. 

Whom  prince  and  people  call  their  equal  friend ! 

“  Yes,  there  I’ll  red;  ambition  toils  no  more, 

“  That  goal  attain’d,  fure  her  long  race  is  o’er.’J 
Alas  !"  ’tis  fcarce  begun ;  ambition  fmiles 
At  the  poor  limits  of  the  Britiih  ides  ; 

She  o’er  the  globe  expatiates  unconfin’d, 

Expands  with  chridian  charity  the  mind. 

And  pants  to  be  the  friend  of  all  mankind. 

Her  country  all  beneath  one  ambient  fky ; 

Whoe’er  beholds  yon  radiant  orbs  on  high, 
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To  whom  one  fun  impartial  gives  the  day* 

To  whom  the  iilver  moon  her  milder  ray. 

Whom  the  fame  water,  earth,  and  air  fuftain, 

O’er  whom  one  parent-king  extends  his  reign. 

Are  her  compatriots  all;  by  her  belov’d, 

In  nature  near,  tho’  far  by  fpace  remov’d; 

On  common  earth,  no  foreigner  fhe  knows ; 

No  foe  can  find,  or  none  but  virtue’s  foes: 

Ready  fhe  Hands  her  chearful  aid  to  lend, 

To  want  and  woe  an  undemanded  friend; 

Nor  thus  advances  others  blifs  alone; 

But  in  the  way  to  theirs  ftill  finds  her  own. 

Th  ir’s  is  her  own.  What,  fhould  your  taper  light 
Ten  thoufand,  burns  it  to  yourfelf  lefs  bright? 

Men  are  ungrateful.” — Be  they  fo,  that  dare! 

Is  that  the  giver’s,  or  receiver’s  care  ? 

Oh!  blind  to  joys,  that  from  true  bounty  flow, 

To  think,  thofe  e’er  repent  whofe  hearts  bellow! 

Man  to  his  Maker  thus  bell  homage  pays. 

Thus  peaceful  walks  thro’  virtue’s  pleafing  ways : 

Her  gentle  image  on  the  foul  imprell 

Bids  each  tempelluous  paflion  leave  the  breaft: 

Thence  with  her  livid  felf-devouring  fnakes 
Pale  Envy  flies;  her  quiver  Slander  breaks: 

Thus  falls  (dire  fcourge  of  a  diftrafled  age!) 

The  knave-led,  one-ey’d  monfter,  Party-Rage. 

Ambition  jollies  with  her  friends  no  more; 

Nbr  thirds  Revenge  to  drink  a  brother’s  gore; 

Fury- 


(  49  ) 

Fury-Remorfe  no  Hinging  fcorpion  rears; 

O’er  trembling  Guilt  no  falling  fword  appears. 

Hence  Conscience,  void  of  blame,  her  front  eredts. 
Her  God  Ihe  fears,  all  other  fear  rejects. 

Hence  Juft  Ambition  boundlefs  fplendours  crown. 

And  hence  fhe  calls  eternity  her  own. 

Thus  your  lov’d  z  Scipio  paft  his  glcrious  days, 

Bleft  with  his  kindred’s,  friend’s,  and  country’s  praife. 
Nor  ended  there  the  human  hero’s  thought. 

Nor  in  the  Roman  was  the  man  forgot; 

In  the  deaf  battle  hearing  nature’s  call. 

He  doom’d  with  tears  a  rival  empire’s  fall. 

The  world’s  gr  at  patriot  he ! — by  fame  infpir’d. 

His  youth  each  art  adorn’d,  each  virtue  fir’d; 

He  thro’  Rome’s  Sons  the  brave  contagion  Spread, 

Now  led  to  cdnqueft,  now  to  wiSdom  led; 

Pleas’d,  or  to  ftill  the  forum’s  civil  roar. 

Or  mufe,  Cajeta,  on  thy  bending  Ihore; 

Free  from  affaifs,  unfetter’d  with  parade. 

To  tafte  a  friend  amid  the  rural  lhade: 

There  deigns  to  mingle  in  immortal  lays. 

There  deep  thro’  time  his  country’s  fate  Surveys, 
While  from  his  tongue  fublimeft  precepts  flow— 

“  How  man  but  Sojourns  on  this  Spot  below, 

“  How  mortal  fame  is  to  a  point  confin’d, 

“  Heaven  only  fit  to  fill  th’  immortal  mind ; 

2  Scipio  Africanus  JEmilianus. 
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e<  For  heaven,  how  virtue  can  alone  prepare, 

“  And  vice  wou’d  find  herfelf  unhappy  there.” 

Hence,  loos’d  from  earth,  his  pure  afFcftions  foar 
Where  fenfual  pleafure  cheats  the  foul  no  more. 

Beneath  his  feet  do  nations  treafures  lie? 

Millions  he  views  with  unretorted  eye. 

His  country’s  manners  does  corruption  drown  ? 

He,  blainelefs  cenfor!  Items  them  by  his  own. 

Did  kingdoms  groan  ?  he  bade  oppreflion  ceafe. 

Stern  tyrants  aw’d,  and  hufh’d  the  world  to  peace,. 

Did  juftice  call?  he  car’d  not  what  became 
Of  life,  or  of  life’s  i  wee  ted  breath,  his  fame : 

For  her  he  dar’d  the  nobles,  peoples  hate. 

For  her  he  liv’d,  for  her  refign’d  to  fate. 

Thefe  were  his  honours,  his  high  triumphs  thefe  r 
Oh!  how  unlike  the  Haves  of  wealth  and  eafe: 

With  plenty  curft,  to  make  their  life  avoid. 

Too  great,  too  noble,  to  be  well  employ’d. 

They  feek  fome  livery’d  friend  to  drag  away 
The  heavy,  cumberous,  miferable  day. 

There  are,  my  lord,  that  with  unfeeling  ear 
A  Scipio’s,  Sydney’s,  Falkland’s  glory  hear. 

Unmov’d  a  Lonfdale’s  fpotlefs  honour  fee, 

Wife,  ftudious,  generous,  loyal,  juft,  and  free! 

Are  proof  to  every  lure  of  honeft  fame; 

And  yet  of  fycophants  would  buy  a  name; 

Hence  birds  of  throat  obfcene,  and  greedy  maw, 

The  chattering  magpye,  the  tale-bearing  daw, 

Rooks, 
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Rooks,  vultures,  harpies,  their  vile  board  furround, 
While  frighted  merit  flies  th’  unhallovv’d  ground. 

Flies  to  the  private  (hade,  the  pure  retreat. 

And  to  their  flatterers  leaves  the  proud  and  great. 
What,  tho’  their  hands  ne’er  hold  Britannia’s  reins. 
Nor  fwords  e’er  feek  her  foes  on  crimfon  plains  ? 

Yet,  Blount  fliall  own  they  drive  fix  horfes  well. 

And  Mordington’s  their  bolder,  courage  tell. 

Their  name  with  Mordaunt’s  Pope  difdains  to  fing. 

Yet  with  their  triumphs  does  Newmarket  ring. 

What  tho’  (ye  fair!)  they  break  thro’  honour’s  laws ; 
Yet  hence  they  gain  a  modifh  world’s  applaufe: 
Receiv’d,  repuls’d,  their  boaft  is  dill  the  fame, 

And  dill  they  triumph  o’er  each  injur’d  name. 

Their  vote,  we  know,  ne’er  rais’d  the  drooping  date. 
But  refcu’d  operas  from  impending  fate. 

Their  bounty  never  bids  Afdiflion  fmile. 

But  pampers  fidlers  with  the  tradefman’s  fpoil. 

No  Goth  to  learning  e’er  was  foe  fo  fell. 

Yet  their  bought  praifes  dedications  fwell ; 

Yet  White’s  allows  them,  in  a  length  of  years. 

The  fxrft  of  fharpers,  tho’  the  lad  of  peers. 

In  vain  for  fuch  may  domes  on  domes  arife, 

With  heads  audacious,  and  invade  the  dries ; 

In  vain  difhofiour’d  ftars  dart  mimic  rays, 

To  give  their  fordid  breads  a  borrow’d  blaze; 

In  vain  with  lordly  rule,  their  wide  domains 
Swell  hundred  hills,  and  fpread  an  hundred  plains: 
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If  mean,  Hill  meaner  by  tlieii  lofty  Hate, 

(So  frames  leiien  by  a  bafe  too  great) 

With  birth  ignoble,  poor  amid  their  llore, 

Obfcur’d  by  fplendor,  impotent  with  power. 

By  titles  fiain’d,  with  beauty  unadorn’d. 

Courted  by  flattery,  but  by  merit  fcorn’d. 

The  Haves  of  flaves,  corruption’s  dirty  tools,- 
The  prey  of  villains,  and  the  gaze  cf  fools. 

Rife  then,  my  lord,  with  noble  ardor  rife! 

And  whilfl:  your  fires  before  your  ravifli’d  eyes 
Pafs  in  a  grand  review,  oh!  pant  for  fame. 

And  by  your  actions  dignify  their  name, 
Tranfmitting  thence,  with  heighten’d  luflre  down. 
Honours,  that  may  your  future  offspring  crown! 

That  fight  the  mufe  with  pleafing  hope  furveys. 
While  to  the  blifsful  hour  her  fancy  ftrays. 

When  in  the  Hertford  of  another  age 
The  fame  fair  virtues  fhall  your  foul  engage  ; 

The  fame  foft  irteeknefs  and  majeftic  mien 
Shall  chear  the  private,  grace  the  public  feene. 
From  her,  to  glad  at  once  your  ears  and  eyes, 

A  fair  Eliza  fliall  with  fpirit  rife, 

With  lively  humour,  yet  devoid  of  blame. 

And  be,  with  fweet  variety,  the  fame; 

O’er  feme  blefl  heart  confirm  her  lafling  fway. 
With  reafon  fprightly,  and  with  goodnefs  gay. 
When  to  another  Beauchamp  you  fhall  owe 
Thofe  jpys,  that  with  your  dawning  virtues  grow. 
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In  him  again  be  born,  again  lhall  live, 

And  take  that  happinefs,  which  now  you  give. 

Heaven  has  on  you  pour’d  down  his  kindeft  Ihower, 
Health,  riches,  honours,  blefs’d  your  natal  hour ; 

At  once  an  elegance  of  form  and  mind, 

To  pleafe,  to  ferve,  and  to  adorn  your  kind; 

In  manners  gentle,  but  in  genius  lirong ; 

Tho’  gay,  collefled,  and  polite,  tho’  young. 

Thefe  .bounteous  heaven  bellows !  ’tis  your’s  to  raife 
His  gifts,  and  from  their  ufe  derive  your  praife : 

His  the  materials,  your’s  the  work  mull  be ; 

Your  choice,  my  lord,  is  fame  or  infamy. 

Oh!  Iho.uld  your  virtues  in  pure  current  flow. 

And  wealth  and  pleafure  all  around  bellow. 

Till  earth  no  more  their  length’ning  ft-ream  can  bound, 
Nor  finks  their  fame  in  time’s  vaft  ocean  drown’d, 

Say,  might  the  mufe  to  future  age  declare, 

They  were  her  early  honour  and  her  care? 

That  by  her  hand  the  bubbling  fount  was  clear’d. 

That,  following  where  the  mazy  rill  appear’d. 

She  form’d  their  channel,  and  their  courfe  Ihe  fleer’d  ? 
Might  then  this  fond  ambitious  verfe  pretend. 

She  taught  the  pupil,  yet  preferv’d  the  friend  ; 

Firlt  twin’d  the  wreaths,  that  lhall  your  temples  croton. 
Still  in  your  glory  happier  than  her  own  ? 
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EPISTLE 


TO  THE 

Eight  Honble.  the  Countefs  of  Hertford, 

AT  PERCY  LODGE: 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXUV. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

YOU  alk  me,  madam,  ifthemufe 

From  Colebrooke  Fill  my  Heps  purfues: 

Take  then  (but  firft  your  patience  lend) 

Her  dory  thus  from  end  to  end. 

She,  that  at  Bath,  fo- debonair, 

Sung  gallant  Damon  and  his  fair. 

To  beauteous  Townfend  tun’d  her  lyre. 

And  did,  at  Pelham’s  fight,  infpire 
Strains,  that  her  Lincoln’s  felf  forgives 
(You  fee  the  daring  poet  lives  !) 

She,  that  at  Percy-Lodge  fo  late 
From  morn  to  night  was  us’d  to  prate, 
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Almoft  impertinent  and  rude. 

Unbidden  would  herfelf  intrude 
With  tale,  and  epigram,  and  fong, 

To  waft  the  chearful  hours  along, 

Whild  I,  o’erjoy’d  myfelf  to  view 
Alive,  and  with  my  lord  and  you. 

Not  once  could  check  her  merry  vein. 

Her  unpremeditated  drain. 

And  did,  from  heedlefs  joy,  negledl 
To  greatnefs  every  grave  refpeft; 

This  mufe,  I  fay,  inconflant  grown, 

Forfook  me,  when  I  came  to  town ; 

Friend  to  my  fortune,  fhe  withdrew. 

When  I  left  Percy-Lodge  and  you. 

Since  then,  in  vain  I  afk  her  aid, 

In  vain  her  cruelty  upbraid; 

The  town,  fhe  fays,  was  ne’er  her  choice ; 

If  there  fhe  tries  to  raife  her  voice. 

Her  flrains  are  to  their  theme  unjufl. 

Or  drown’d  in  noile,  or  choak’d  with  dull. 

Her  plea  is  good.  The  mtife’s  theme. 

Like  the  pure,  bright,  harmonious  dream. 

Ne’er  but  in  rural  channels  flows; 

Cities  and  bards  are  endlefs  foes. 

Refolv’d  Parnaffus’  top  to  climb, 

*  And  there  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme, 

3  Part  of  a  Verfe  of  Milton’s. 

i  CO 


(  5*  ) 

I  to  fam’d  Claremont’s  height  afpire. 

To  borrow  thence  poetic  fire. 

To  waft,  like  Cooper’s-Hill,  its  name 
On  wings  of  everlafling  fame; 

Or,  (if  that  bold  attempt  be  vain) 

Your  partial  ear  to  entertain. 

I  mount  my  chaife,  the  fpace  between. 
Fancy  anticipates  the  fcene, 

And  Vanity,  officious  maid. 

Thus  offers  her  felf-pleafing  aid ; 

“  Poor  Vanbrugh’s  plan  is  out  of  date, 

“  And  Garth  but  faw  its  rifing  flat?, 
tl  His  verfe  with  tuneful  fable  rung, 

“  But  left  its  real  charms  unfung; 

“  But  now,  to  my  tranfported  eyes, 

“  In  full  maturity  will  rife 
“  The  bowers,  the  temples,*  and  the  groves, 
“  That  Kent  has  plann’d,  and  Pelham  loves 

At  length,  awaken’d  from  my  dream, 

My  eyes  behold  the  real  theme. 

And  the  gay  Iketch,  that  fancy  drew. 

They  find  more  amiably  true. 

On  a  neat  flrudlure  now  they  reft. 

Where  rural  plainnefs  is  expreft. 

With  harvefts  llor’d,  compaft,  and  warm, 
And,  tho’  Palladian,  yet  a  fartn, 

Whence  cars,  in  ruflic  order  drawn, 

Pafs  and  repafs  the  Hoping  lawn. 
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While  flocks,  in  fleecy  groups  around. 

Or,  moving,  crop  the  daify’d  ground. 

Or,  funk  beneath  the  tufted  trees. 

Turn,  languid,  to  the  noontide  breeze. 

The  luflier  herds,  in  glare  of  day. 

Balk,  and  imbibe  the  funny  ray. 

While  thefe  I  view,  on  humid  wings 
The  fultry  fouth  a  tempeft  brings. 

Black  clouds  inveft  the  low’ring  Ikies, 

And  all  the  beauteous  vifion  flies. 

Now  from  the  thick-defcending  rain 
I  drive  acrofs  the  darken’d  plain. 

And  leave  the  lovely  fcene  behind. 

That  juft  began  to  charm  my  mind. 

How  rare  does  pleafure  (land  the  tell ! 

With  patience  now  I  arm  my  breaft. 

And,  in  a  moralizing  vein, 

With  thoughts  like  thefe  my  grief  reftrainr 
“  The  Ikies  are  clear,  when  ftorms  are  o’er, 

“  Again  fmooth  waves  falute  the  Ihore, 

**  Each  fun  but  fets  to  rife  again, 

“  And  gild  with  morn  the  dewy  plain; 

“  This  hour,  perhaps,  hope  cheats  the  mind, 
“  The  next,  an  equal  joy  we  find.” 

Juft  fo;  the  houfe  a  fhelter  lends. 

Within  I  find  the  beft  of  friends, 

Spence,  whofe  foft  bofom  oft  has  known 
To  make  another’s  woe  her  own; 
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She  now,  with  hofpitable  grace, 

Ccmpallionates  iny  prefent  cafe, 

Aiks  of  your  health,  ana  hears  with  joy. 

How  you  your  growing  Strength  employ 
In  rural  cares  and  exercife; 

And  kind  congratulations  rife. 

When  cn  my  favourite  theme  I  dwell. 

And  Beauchamp’s  riling  virtues  tell. 

Fondly  the  vanity  I  fhare. 

And  recollect  my  pleafing  care. 

That,  with  parental  aid  combin’d. 

Founded  the  flrudlure  of  his  mind: 

So  boafiful  builders  call  their  own 
Works,  where  they  laid  the  firfi  rude  Sons. 

The  ftorm  fubfides,  the  mount  I  gain. 

Thence  dart  my  eyes  acrofs  the  plain. 

Full  fweiling  to  the  fight,  I  found 
Fine  holy  Paul’s  majeftic  round. 

Thro’  wide  Augufia’s  fmoak;  and  now 
Rofe  lofty  Windfor’s  tow’red  brow; 

Here  glitter  Streams  of  vulgar  names. 

There  flowly  winds  imperial  Thames, 

On  his  green  banks,  in  level  line. 

Here  fpacious  Hampton’s  turrets  fhine. 

Whole  windows  kindling  at  the  ray 
Of  Sol,  beam  back  redoubled  day ; 

Towns,  villages,  and  pointed  fpires, 

And  fmoak  thick-wreath’d  from  cottage-fires, 

3  And 
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And  planted  villas,  intervene. 

To  grace  the  fweetly-vary’d  feene. 

O’er  all  my  eyes  tranfported  range. 

With  every  glance  the  vifions  change. 

Till,  drawn  by  beauties  nearer  home. 

Along  the  lovely  park  I  roam, 

Now  (kirn  the  walk,  defeend  the  glade. 

Then  plunge  into  the  deeped:  (hade. 

Here  flourifh  fweets  in  mingled  bloom. 

There  (worthy  ancient  Greece  or  Rome) 

Fair  temples,  opening  to  the  light, 

Surprife  each  turn  with  new  delight: 

In  pleafure  loft,  I  wifh  to  gaze 
At  once  a  thoufand  different  ways, 

Awful  or  pleafing,  every  part 
Expands  the  foul,  or  glads  the  heart,- 
Great,  open,  liberal,  unconfin’d. 

Juft  emblem  of  its  naafter’s  mind. 

Who  knows  unequall’d  Hate  to  (hew. 

Yet,  gracious,  ftoops  to  all  below. 

Beneath  a  hill,  whofe  hoary  brow 
Ne’er  felt  the  wound  of  feythe  or  plow, 

(Along  whofe  wild  and  heathy  fide 
Britannia’s  b  naval  heroes  ride. 

When  they,  with  colours  wide  difplay’d^ 

That  proud  Iberia’s  fons  upbraid, 

t>  About  that  time  the  crew  of  the  Centurion  were  expected  to  pafs  by 
fro  us  Portfmouth  with  the  prize-money  taken  from  the  Acapulca  (hip. 
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In  tawny  troop,  from  India’s  Ihore, 

Guard  in  rough  pomp  their  captive  ore) 
Mid  circling  waters  lies  an  ifle, 

Whofe  verdant  Ihores  refledted  fmile 
With  Flora’s  painted  hues ;  above, 
Soft-bofom’d  in  a  fhady  grove, 

A  dome,  but  half  reveal’d  to  fight. 
Chequers  the  boughs  with  Parian  white. 

If  chance  from  hence  at  evening  fair 
The  riling  fong  foft  Heals  on  air, 

Which  to  the  well-according  firings 
The  Ikillful  voice  fweet-warbling  lings. 
The  palling  fwain  fufpended  Hands, 

And,  wondering,  lifts  to  heaven  his  hands, 
'Doubts  if  beneath  fome  leafy  fpray 
Soft  Philomela  pours  her  lay. 

Or  fome  bleft  fpirit  from  above 
Enchants  with  harmony  the  grove; 

Nor  nuefies  that  the  tuneful  art. 

Which  awes  and  charms  his  fimple  heart. 
Is  hers,  whofe  bounty  loves  to  blefs 
Sad  fickening  want,  and  lone  diftrefs, 

And  hers  the  fweet  enchanting  fong, 

To  whom  the  lifiening  groves  belong. 

And  all,  that  her  Newcaftle’s  art 
In  houndlefs  fondnefs  can  impart. 

Each  level  walk,  each  (helving  glade, 
Whate’er  employs  the  labourer’s  fpade, 


Whatever 
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Whate’er  rewards  his  patient  toil. 

And  makes  the  barren  defert  fmile. 

This  ifle  in  tempting  profpect  hands. 
Thither  I  ftretch  my  eyes  and  hands, 

Eager  the  farther  fhore  to  gain. 

But  ftretch  my  hands  and  eyes  in  vain. 

For  hark !,  the  threat’ning  winds  arife. 

Again  with  clouds  obfcure  the  Ikies, 

And  tell  my  baffled  hopes,  that  this 
Is  an  inchanted  ifle  of  blifs, 

Now  in  near  profpedl  blooming  fair. 

And  now  involv’d  in  black  defpair ! 

My  chaife  regain’d,  I  crofs  the  plain, 
Whenlo!  the  fun  beams  forth  a^ain. 

Hope,  gay  impoftor,  points  the  way. 
Where,  near  the  road,  fair  Efher  lay; 

And  who  at  Efher  would  not  flay  ? 

I  turn’d.  Retiring  from  the  town. 

The  noble  owner  juii  came  down. 

I  faw  the  gate  behind  him  clofe. 

Then  murmur’d  at  this  fhort  repofe 
From  cares  for  Britain’s  fafety  fhewn. 
Grudg’d  his-  repofe,  who  guards  my  own! 

I  now  purfue  my  former  way. 

And  with  my  journey  ends  this  day 
Of  hope,  and  fear,  and  pain,  and  pleafure. 
Of  all  my  other  days  the  meafure  ! 

Yours  a  more  even  tenor  know, 

Afld  fcarce  perceive  an  ebb  or  flow. 


The 


(  62  ) 

The  caufe  is  plain.  To  fortune’s  gale 
You,  cautious,  never  fpread  a  fail; 

Safe  in  your  port,  content  at  home. 

You  ne’er  for  painful  pleafure  roam. 
And  think  it  folly,  if  not  fin, 

One  night  to  fojourn  at  an  inn. 

Nay,  when  the  Atlas  of  our  hate 
Throws  off  for  you  a  nation’s  weight, 

In  courtly  terms  your  ear  to  greet. 

And  caft  himfelf  beneath  your  feet. 

You  (like  Egeria)  in  your  grott 
Or  feek  he  mull,  or  finds  you  net. 

More  cautious  hill,  e’en  when  retir’d. 
By  wits  nor  cenfur’d,  nor  admir’d. 

You  fay,  (tho’  every  art  your  friend) 
You  dare  to  no  one  art  pretend. 

Your  fear  is  juft.  Each  hate  and  nation 
Afligns  to  woman  reputation, 

While  man  afierts  his  wider  claim. 
Jealous  proprietor  of  fame. 

Yet  fure,  without  offence,  you  may 
On  nature’s  open  leaf  difplay 
Your  harmlefs  unambitious  fkill, 

To  fink  a  grott,  or  Hope  a  hill, 

A  dell  with  flowers  adorn,  or  lead 
A  winding  rill  along  the  mead. 

Or  bid  oppofing  trees  be  join’d. 

In  hofpitable  league  intwin’d. 


Without 
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Without  their  leave,  whofe  madnefs  dare? 
Rouze  human  dates  to  cruel  wars ; 

Or,  if  the  Bourbon  of  the  air 
Againd  your  feather’d  folk  declare 
Fell  war,  betake  you  to  th’  alliance 
Of  net  or  gun,  and  bid  defiance 
To  every  robber,  fmall  or  great. 

That  would  didurb  your  calm  retreat. 

O  may  kind  heaven  propitious  fmile 
On  every  art  that  can  beguile 
A  fon’s  long  abfence  from  your  fight, 

And  render  back  that  jud  delight! 

From  thofe  didra&ing  dire  alarms. 

That  fet  a  jarring  world  in  arms. 

From  tainted  air’s  infectious  breath. 
Where  dies  unfeen  the  dart  of  death. 

His  deps,  ye  guardian  angels,  guide. 

And  turn  the  fatal  fliaft  afide ! 

Return’d,  his  parent’s  blifs  to  crown. 

And  make,  all  earth  ca  :  give,  their  own, 
Like  Smithfou’s,  may  his  manly  heart 
ACl  not  the  vain,  but  generous  part, 

Call  drooping  art  from  her  recefs, 

With  health,  and  eafe,  and  fame  to  blefs! 

O  may,  like  his,  his  riper  age 
W’ith  caution  tread  the  civil  dage, 

Like  him,  th’  enchanted  cup  put  by, 

And  every  vain  temptation  fly. 
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Of  power,  or  p^nfion,  place,  or  name. 
If  meant  ftate-tfaps,  that  fink  to  lhame; 
Yet  his  juft  Prince,  without  a  bribe. 
Lore — more  than  all  the  venal  tribe ! 

But  from  thefe  themes  I  now  refrain, 
Referv’d  to  grace  a  future  ftrain. 

For  I  have  trefpafs’d  on  your  time. 

And  fee  a  tedious  length  of  rhyme. 

What  muft  it  then  appear  to  you  ? 
Refpe&ful  mcft  this  fhort  adieu. 


SOME  THOUGHTS 

o  fj 

BUILDING  and  PLANTING, 

T  O 

Sir  J  A  M  E  S  L  O  W  T  H  E  R,  Bart; 

OF  LOWTHER-HALLi 


BY  THE  SAME. 

WHEN  ftately  ftruftures  Lowther  grace, 
Worthy  the  owner  and  the  p.lacs> 
Faflrion  will  not  the  works  direfl, 

But  Reafon  be  the  Architect. 


Ready 
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Ready  each  beauteous  ord£r  Hands 
To  execute  what  (he  cbm’mands. 

The  Doric  grave,  where  weight  requires  c, 

To  give  his  manly  ftrength  afpires  ; 

The  light  Corinthian  d,  richly  gay. 

Does  all  embellilhments  difplay ; 

Between  them  fee  e,  with  matron  air'. 

The  Ionic f,  delicately  fair ! 

c  The  Doric  grave,  -where  weight  requires.']  In  ea  tede  cum  voluiflent 
columnas  collocare,  non  liabentes  fymmetfias  earum,  &  qua:rentes  qui- 
bus  rationlbus  efficere  poflent,  ut  &  ad  onus  fer endian  eflent  idonese,  & 
in  afpettu  probatam  haberent  venuftatem:  dimenfi  funt  virilis  pedis  vef- 
tigium,  &  cum  invenifient  p'edem  fextam  partem  efle  altitudinis  in  ho- 
mine,  ita  in  columnam  tranftulerunt :  &  qua  craflitudinc  fecerunt  bafin 
fcapi,  tantum  cam  fexies  cum  capituio  in  altitudinem  extulerunt.  Ita 
Dorica  columna  virilis  corporis  proportionem,  &  firmitatem  Sc  venufta¬ 
tem  in  asdificiis  piwflare  ccepit.  Vitfutf.  1.  iv.  c.  i.  p.  Co. 

d  The  light  Corinthian,  &c.]  Tertium  vero,  quod  Corinthium  dicitur, 
virginalis  habet  gratiiilatis  imitationem  :  quod  virgines  propter  setatis 
teneritatem  gracilioribus  membris  figuratae,  effeftus  rcciniunt  in  ornatu 
venufliores.  Ejus  autem  capituli  prima  inventio,  i ire.  Ibid. 

e  Between  them  fee,  &c.]  Junoni,  Diana:,  Libero  Patri,  exterifq; 
Diis  qui  eadem  funt  iimilitudine,  fi  aedes  Ionics  conflruerentur,  habita 
erit  ratio  rnediccritatis ,  quod  Sc  ab  fevero  more  Doricorum  &  a  tensritate 
Corinthiorum,  temperabitur  earum  inftitutio  proprietatis.  Ibid. 

f  The  Ionic,  &c.]  Item  poftea  Diana:  conftituere  xdem  qu^rentes, 
novi  generis  fpeciem,  iifcfcm  vefligiis  ad  muliebrem  tranflulerunt  graci- 
litatem  :  Sc  fecerunt  primum  columna  craflitudinem  altitudinis  oftava 
parte:  ut  haberent  fpeciem  excelfiorem,  bail  fpiram  fuppofuerunt  pro 
calceo,  capituio  volutas,  uti  capillamento  concrifpatos  cincinnos  pra- 
pendentes  dextra  ac  flniflra  collocaverunt,  &  cymatiis  &  encarpis  pro 
crinibus  difpofltis,  frontes  ornaverunt :  truncoq;  toto  ftrias,  uti  flola- 
rum  rugas,  matror.ati  more  dimiferunt.  Hid. 

Vpt.  I.  F 
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Thefe  their  abundant  aid  will  lend 
To  anfwer  every  drufture’s  end. 

To  Building  can  a  mode  belong 
But  gay,  or  delicate,  or  drong? 

Why  fearch  we  then  for  orders  new. 

Rich  in  thefe  all-comprifing  few. 

But  that  the  dandard  rules  of  Greece 
Difdain  to  humour  wild  caprice? 

They  Fancy’s  wanton  freaks  controul. 

In  every  part  confult  the  w'hole. 

Teach  Art  to  drefs,  and  not  difguife. 

Seek  lading  fame,  not  fliort  furprife. 

And  all  adornings  to  produce 
From  real  or  from  feeming  ufe 
The  place’s  genius  to  revere. 

And,  as  he  bids,  the  drufture  rear. 

Smiles  he  o’er  fragrant  Flora’s  bloom  ? 

Ne’er  Ihock  him  with  a  grotto’s  gloom. 

Nor  with  fmooth  dender  columns  mock 
His  roughnefs  in  the  rugged  rock. 

Nor  by  trim  deps  hand  gently  down, 

(Like  dainty  dames  in  formal  town) 

£  — From  real  or  from  feeming  ufei\  — quemadmodvrm  mutuli  canthe- 
riorum  projeftur®  ferunt  imaginem,  fic  in  Ionia's  denticuli  ex  projecluris 
aflerum  habent  imitationem.  Ita<pue  in  Grxcis  operibus  nemo  fub  mu- 
tulo  denticulos  condituit :  non  enim  podunt  fubtus  cantherios  afleres 
efle.  Quod  ergo  fupra  cantherios  &  templa  in  veritate  debet  efle  colla- 
catnm,  id  in  maginibus,  fi  infra  conftitutum  fuerit,  mendoiam  habebit 
operis  rat'onem  ;  ire. 


The 


The  nimble  Naiades,  who  bound 
O’er  native  rocks  with  fprightly  found. 

Nor  roving  Dryades  confine 
Precifely  to  a  lingle  line. 

Strait,  circular,  or  ferpentine. 

All  forms  arife  at  nature’s  call. 

And  ufe  can  beauty  give  to  all. 

None  e’er  difguft  the  judging  mind. 

When  vary’d  well,  or  well  combin’d. 

This  Lovvther’s  noble  planter  knew. 

And  kept  it  in  his  conftant  view. 

So  fweetly  wild  his  woods  are  ftrown. 

Nature  miftakes  them  for  her  own. 

Yet  all  to  proper  foil  and  fite 
So  fuited,  doubly  they  delight. 

While  tender  plants  in  vales  repofe. 

Where  the  mild  zephyr  only  blows. 

Embattled  firs  bleak  hills  adorn, 

Under  whofe  fafeguard  fmiles  the  corn. 

Who  builds  or  plants,  this  rule  foould  know, 
From  truth  h  and  ufe  1  all  beauties  flow. 


1 


h  From  truth,  &c.]  — quod  non  poteft  in  veritate  fieri,  id  non  puta- 
verunt  in  imaginibus  faftum,  pcfie  certam  rationem  habere.  Omnia 
jenim  certa  proprietate,  &  a  vcris  nature  deduftis  moribus,  traduxe- 
runt  in  operum  perfeftiones :  &  ea  probaverunt,  quorum  explicationes 
in  difputationibus  rationem  polliint  habere  veritatis,  Vitruv.  lib.  iv. 
c.  ii.  p.  6 7.  edit.  deLatt. 

i  — and  ufe,  &c.]  Sec  the  idea  of  beauty  explained  by  the  great  Dr. 
Berkley  in  the  Minute  Philofopher,  dial.  iii.  feft.  viii,  ix.  edit.  3,  1751. 
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THE  HYMN  OF  CLE ANTHES  L\ 

BY  GILBERT  WEST,  E  S 

O  Under  various  fatrred  names  ador’d! 

Divinity  fupreme !  all-potent  Lord ! 

Author  of  nature!  whofe  unbounded  fway 
And  legiflative  power  all  things  obey ! 

Majeftic  Jove !  all  hail!  To  thee  belong 
The  fuppliant  prayer,  and  tributary  fong : 

To  thee  from  all  thy  mortal  offspring  due; 

From  thee  we  came,  from  thee  our  being  drew; 

Whatever  lives  and  moves,  great  Sire!  is  thine,' 

Embodied  portions  of  the  foul  divine. 

Therefore  to  thee  will  I  attune  my  firing, 

And  of  thy  wondrous  power  for  eYer  fing. 

The  wheeling  orbs,  the  wandering  fires  above, 

That  round  this  earthly  fphere  inceffant  move. 

Through  all  this  boundlefs  world  admit  thy  fway. 

And  roll  fpontaneous  where  thou  point’ll  the  way. 

k  Cleanthes,  the  author  of  this  hymn,  W3S  a  ftoic  philofopher,  a! 
difciple  of  Zeno.  He  wrote  many  pieces,  none  of  which  are  come¬ 
down  to  ns,  but  this  and  a  few  fragments,  which  are  printed  by  il»j 
Stephens,  in  a  collection  of  philofophical  poems. 
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6uch  is  the  a yve  impreft  on  nature  round 

When  through  the  void  thy  dreadful  thunders  found, 

Thofe  flaming  agents  of  thy  matchlefs  power, 

Aftonilh’d  worlds,  hear,  tremble,  and  adoFe. 

Thus  paramount  to  all,  by  all  obey’d, 

Ruling  that  reafon  which  thro’  all  convey’d 
•Informs  this  general  mafs,  thou  reign’ll  ador’d. 

Supreme,  unbounded,  univerfal  iord. 

For  nor  in  earth,  nor  earth-encircling  floods. 

Nor  yon  etherial  pole,  the  feat  of  gods. 

Is  ought  perform’d  without  thy  aid  divine ; 

Strength,  wifdom,  virtue,  mighty  Jove,  are  thine  ! 

Vice  is  the  ad  of  man,  by  paflion  toft. 

And  in  the  Ihorelefs  fea  of  folly  loft, 

But  thou,  what  vice  diforders,  canft  compofe  ; 

And  profit  by  the  malice  of  thy  foes : 

So  blending  good  with  evil,  fair  with  foul, 

As  thence  to  model  one  harmonious  whole: 

One  univerfal  law  of  truth  and  right ; 

But  wretched  mortals  Ihun  the  heavenly  light  > 

And,  tho’  to  blifs  direding  ftill  their  choice. 

Hear  not,  cr  heed  not  reafon’s  facred  voice, 

That  common  guide  ordain’d  to  point  the  road 
That  leads  obedient  man  to  folid  good. 

Thence  quitting  virtue’s  lovely  paths  they  rove. 

As  various  objeds  various  paflions  move. 

Some  thro’  oppofing  crowds  and  threatning  war 
Seek  power’s  bright  throne,  and  fame’s  triumphal  car. 

F  3  Some, 
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Some,  bent  on  wealth, -purfue  with  endlefs  pain 
Oppreffive,  fordid,  and  dithoneft  gain : 

While  others,  to  foft  indolence  refign’d, 

Drown  in  corporeal  fweets  th’  immortal  mind. 

But,  O  great  father,  thunder-ruling  God  ! 

Who  in  thick  darknefs  mak’ft  thy  dread  abode  1 
Thou,  from  whofe  b®unty  all  good  gifts  defcend. 
Do  thou  from  ignorance  mankind  defend! 

The  clouds  of  vice  and  folly,  O  controul; 

And  lhed  the  beams  of  wifdom  on  the  foul ! 

Thofe  radiant  beams,  by  whofe  all-piercing  flame 
Thy  juftice  rules  this  univerfal  frame. 

That  honour’d  with  a  portion  of  thy  light 
We  may  eflay  thy  goodnefs  to  requite 
With  honorary  fongs  and  grateful  lays, 

And  hymn  thy  glorious  works  with  ceafelefs  praife. 
The  proper  talk  of  man  :  and  fure  to  flng 
Of  nature’s  laws,  and  nature’s  mighty  king 
Is  blifs  fupreme.  Let  gods  with  mortals  join ! 

The  fubje£l  may  tranfport  a  breaft  divine. 


i»r*S3WS!0H 
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INSCRIPTION  ON  A  SUMMER-HOUSE 

BELONGING  TO  GILBERT  WEST,  ES  Q_.  AT  WICKHAM 

IN  KENT. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


NO T  wrapt  in  fmoky  London’s  fulphurous  clouds, 
And  not  far  diftant,  ftands  my  rural  cot: 

Neither  obnoxious  to  intruding  crowds. 

Nor  for  the  good  and  friendly  too  remote. 

And  when  too  much  repofe  brings  on  the  fpleen. 

Or  the  gay  city’s  idle  pleafure’s  cloy; 

Swift  as  my  changing  wilh  I  fhift  the  fcene. 

And  now  the  country,  now  the  town  enjoy. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  SUPERSTITION. 


A  VISION. 

BY  MR.  DENTON. 


I. 


WHEN  Sleep’s  all-foothing  hand  with  fetters  foft 
Ties  down  eachfenfe,  and  lulls  to  balmy  reft; 
The  internal  power,  creative  Fancy  oft 

Broods  o’er  her  treafures  in  the  formful  breaft. 

F  4 
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Thus  when  no  longer  daily  cares  engage, 

The  bufy  mind  purfues  the  darling  theme ; 

Hence  angels  whifper’d  to  the  numbering  fage. 

And  gods  of  old  infpir’d  the  hero’s  dream; 

Hence  as  I  flept,  thefe  images  arofe. 

To  Fancy’s  eye,  and  join’d  this  fairy  fcene  compofe, 

ir. 

As  when  fair  morning  dries  her  pearly  tears, 

The  mountain  lifts  o’er  mills  its  lofty  head ; 

Thus  new  to  light  a  gothic  dome  appears 

With  the  grey  rult  of  rolling  years  o’erfpread. 

Here  Superllition  holds  her  dreary  reign, 

And  her  lip-labour’d  orifons  Ihe  plies 

In  tongue  unknown,  when  morn  bedews  the  plain. 

Or  evening  Ikirts  with  gold  the  wellern  Ikies ; 

To  the  dumb  flock  Ihe  bends,  or  fculptur’d  wall, 

And  many  a  crofs  Ihe  makes,  and  many  a  bead  lets  fall. 

III. 

Near  to  the  dome  a  magic  pair  refide 

Prompt  to  deceive,  and  praflis’d  to  confound  ; 

Here  hood-winkt  Ignorance  is  feen  to  bide 

Stretching  in  darkfome  cave  along  the  ground. 

No  objefl  e’er  awakes  his  ftupid  eyes, 

Nor  voice  articulate  arrells  his  ears, 

Save  when  beneath  the  moon  pale  fpeflres  rife. 

And  haunt  his  foul  with  vifionary  fears : 

Or  when  hoarfe  winds  incavem’d  murmur  round. 

And  babbling  echo  wakes,  and  iterates  the  found. 

IV.  Where 
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IV. 

Where  boughs  entwining  form  an  artful  fhade. 

And  in  faint  glimmerings  juft  admit  the  light. 

There  Error  fits  in  borrow’d  white  array’d. 

And  in  Truth’s  form  deceives  the  tranftent  fight. 

A  thoufand  glories  wait  her  opening  day. 

Her  beaming  luftre  when  fair  Truth  imparts; 

Thus  Error  would  pour  forth  a  fpurious  ray. 

And  cheat  th’ unpra&is’d  mind  with  mimic  arts; 

She  cleaves  with  magic  wand  the  liquid  ikies. 

Bids  airy  forms  appear,  and  fcenes  fantaftic  rife. 

V. 

A  porter  deaf,  decrepid,  old,  and  blind 
Sits  at  the  gate,  and  lifts  a  liberal  bowl 
With  wine  of  wondrous  power  to  lull  the  mind. 

And  check  each  vigorous  effort  of  the  foul : 

Whoe’er  un’wares  fhall  ply  his  thirfty  lip, 

And  drink  in  gulps  the  lufcious  liquor  down. 

Shall  haplefs  from  the  cup  delufion  lip. 

And  obj  "fts  fee  in  features  not  their  own ; 

Each  way-worn  traveller  that  hither  came. 

He  lav’d  with  copious  draughts,  and  Prejudice  his  name. 

VI. 

Within  a  various  race  are  feen  to  wonne. 

Props  of  her  age,  and  pillars  of  her  ftate. 

Which  erft  were  nurtur’d  by  the  wither’d  crone. 

And  born  to  Tyranny,  her  griefly  mate : 

The  firft  appear’d  in  pomp  of  purple  pride, 

With  triple  crown  ereft,  and  throned  high ; 

Two  golden  keys  hang  dangling  by  his  fide 
To  lock  or  ope  the  portals  of  the  Iky; 

Crouching 
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Crouching  and  proftrate  there  (ah!  fight  unmeet!) 

The  crowned  head  would  bow,  and  lick  his  dully  feet. 

VII. 

With  bended  arm  he  on  a  book  reclin’d 

Fall  lock’d  with  iron  clafps  from  vulgar  eyes; 

Heaven’s  gracious  gift  to  light  the  wandering  mind, 

To  lift  fall’n  man,  and  guide  him  to  the  Ikies! 

A  man  no  more,  a  god  he  would  be  thought. 

And  ’mazed  mortals  blindly  mull  obey: 

With  flight  of  hand  he  lying  wonders  wrought. 

And  near  him  loathfome  heaps  of  reliques  lay  : 

Strange  legends  would  he  read,  and  figments  dire 

Of  Limbus’  prifon’d  lhades,  and  purgatory  fire. 

VIII. 

There  meagre  Penance  fat,  in  fackcloth  clad. 

And  to  his  breall  clofe  hugg’d  the  viper,  Sin, 

Yet  oft  with  brandilh’d  whip  would  gaul,  as  mad, 

With  voluntary  llripes  his  Ihrivel’d  Ikin. 

Counting  large  heaps  of  o’er-abounding  good 
Of  faints  that  dy’d  within  the  church’s  pale. 

With  gentler  afpecl  there  Indulgence  Hood, 

And  to  the  needy  culprit  would  retail ; 

There  too,  ftrange  merchandize !  he  pardons  fold, 

And  treafon  would  abfolve.  and  murder  purge  with  gold, 

IX. 

With  lhaven  crown  in  a  fequeder’d  cell 
A  lazy  lubbard  there  was  feen  to  lay; 

Nq  work  had  he,  fave  fome  few  beads  to  tell, 

And  indolently  fnore  the  hours  away. 


The 
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The  namelefs  joys  that  blefs  the  nuptial  bed. 

The  myftic  rites  of  Hymen’s  hallow’d  tye 
Impure  he  deems,  and  from  them  ftarts  with  dread, 

As  crimes  of  foulefl  ftain,  and  .deeped  dye: 

No  focial  hopes  hath  he,  no  focial  fears, 

But  fpends  in  lethargy  devout  the  lingering  years, 

X. 

Gnafhing  his  teeth  in  mood  of  furious  ire 
Fierce  Perfecution  fat,  and  with  flrong  breath. 

Wakes  into  living  flame  large  heaps  of  fire. 

And  feafts  on  murders,  maflacres,  and  death; 

Near  him  was  plac’d  Procruftes’  iron  bed 
To  ftretch  or  mangle  to  a  certain  fize; 

To  fee  their  writhing  pains  each  heart  muft  bleed. 

To  hear  their  doleful  fhrieks  and  piercing  cries  j 
Yet  he  beholds  them,  with  unmoiftened  eye, 

Their  writhing  pains  his  fport,  their  moans  his  melody,  ' 

XI. 

A  gradual  light  diffufing  o’er  the  gloom. 

And  flow  approaching  with  majeftic  pace ; 

A  lovely  maid  appears  in  beauty’s  bloom. 

With  native  charms,  and  unaffected  grace : 

Her  hand  a  clear  reflecting  mirror  fhows, 

In  which  all  objeCts  their  true  features  wear. 

And  on  her  cheek  a  blufh  indignant  glows 
To  fee  the  horrid  forceries  practis’d  there; 

She  fnatch’d  the  volume  from  the  tyrant’s  rage. 

Unlock’d  its  iron  clafps,  and  ope’d  the  heavenly  page; 

XII.  “  My 
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XII. 

u  My  name  is  Truth,  and  you,  each  holy  feer, 

“  That  all  nay  fteps  with  ardent  gaze  purfue, 

“  Unveil,  fhe  faid,  the  facred  myfteries  here, 

<c  Give  the  celeftial  boon  to  public  view. 

“  Tho’  blatant  Obloquy  with  leprous  mouth 

“  Shall  blot  your  fame,  and  blaft  the  generous  deed, 

“  Yet  in  revolving  years  fome  liberal  youth 

<c  Shall  crown  your  virtuous  aft  with  glory’s  meed, 

“  Your  names  adorn’d  in  1  Gilpin’s  polilh’d  page, 

“  With  each  hiltoric  grace,  fhall  Ihine  thro’  every  age. 

XIII. 

**  With  furious  hate  tho’  fierce  relentlefs  power 
“  Exert  of  torment  all  her  horrid  (kill; 

“  Tho5  your  lives  meet  too  foon  the  fatal  hour 
“  Scorching  in  flames,  or  writhing  on  the  wheel; 

“  Yet  when  the  m  dragon  in  the  deep  abvfs 
“  Shall  He,  fall  bound  in  adamantine  chain, 

“  Ye  with  the  Lamb  fliall  rife  to  ceafelefs  blifis, 

“  Firft-fruits  of  death,  and  partners  of  his  reign; 

“  Then  fhall  repay  the  momentary  tear 
“  The  great  fabbatic  reft,  the  millenary  year.” 

•  The  Reverend  Mr.  William  Gilpin,  author  of  the  lives'  of  Bernard 
Gilpin,  Bilhop  Latimer,  Wickliff,  and  the  principal  of  his  followers. 

m  See  Revel,  chap.  3.0.  and  the  learned  and  ingenious  Bifhop  of 
Briflol’s  comment  upon  it,  in  the  3d  vol,  of  his  dillertation  on  the  pro¬ 
phecies. 
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ELEGIES 


BY  MR.  DELA  P. 

ELEGY  I. 

AH  flay  b1— thy  wand  oblivious  o’er  my  eyes 

Yet  wave,  mild  power  of  fleep ! — my  prayer  is  vain  j 
She  flies,  the  partial  nurfe  of  nature  flies. 

With  all  her  foothing  vifionary  train. 

Then  let  me  forth;  and  near  yon  flowering  thorn 

Tafte  heaven’s  pure  breath;  while  rob’d  in  amber  veil, 
Frefh  from  her  watery  couch,  the  youthful  morn 
Steals  on  the  flumbers  of  the  drowfy  eaft. 

Lo,  at  her  prefence,  the  ftrong  arm  of  toil. 

With  glittering  fickle,  mows  the  prime  of  May ; 

While  yon  poor  hirelings,  for  the  mine’s  rude  foilj 
Leave  to  their  fleeping  babes  their  cots  of  clay. 

With  fturdy  fiep,  they  eheerly  whifUe  o’er 
The  path  that  flings  acrofs  the  reedy  plain. 

To  the  deep  caverns  of  that  yawning  moor, 

Whofe  fhaggy  bread  abhors  the  golden  grain. 
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There, 
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There,  in  her  green  drefs,  nature  never  roves, 
Spreads  the  gay  lawn,  nor  lifts  the  lordly  pine. 

They  fee  no  melting  clouds  refrelh  the  groves. 

No  living  landfcape  drawn  by  hands  divine. 

But  many  a  fathom  from  the  funny  breeze. 

Their  painful  way  in  central  night  they  wear; 

Heave  the  pik’d  axes  on  their  bended  knees. 

Or  fidelong  the  rough  quarry  flowly  tear. 

Yet  while  damp  vapours  chill  each  reeking  brow. 
How  loudly  laughs  the  jovial  voice  of  mirth; 

Pleas’d  that  the  wages  of  the  day  allow 

A  focial  blaze  to  chear  their  evening  hearth. 

There  the  chalte  houfewife,  with  maternal  care. 

Her  thrifty  diltaff  plies,  in  grave  attire; 

Biel!  to  behold  her  ruddy  offspring  wear 
The  full  refemblance  of  their  llurdy  lire. 

To  fpread  with  fuch  coarfe  fare  their  homely  board 
As  fits  the  genius  of  their  little  fate. 

Free  from  thofe  ills  that  haunt  their  pamper’d  lord; 
To  be  unhappy  we  mull  full  be  great. 

In  thefe  dark  caves,  where  heaven’s  paternal  hand. 
Far  from  the  world,  their  private  cradle  laid, 

They  toil  fecure;  the  llorms  that  llrike  the  land 
With  wild  difmav  roll  harmlefs  o’er  their  head. 


For 
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For  who,  the  load  of  wear)'  life  to  bear, 

Wou’d  from  thefe  murky  manfions  chace  the  Have? 

Who  ceafe  to  breathe  heaven’s  pure  and  chearful  air. 

To  be  but  living  tenants  of  the  grave? 

Yet  harrafs’d  as  they  are,  their  face  ftill  wears 
The  reverend  comelinefs  of  green  old  age ; 

No  ftains  their  mind  from  worldly  fcience  bears; 

Their  ray  of  knowledge  gleams  from  nature’s  page. 

The  few  plain  rules  her  fimple  leffons  give. 

They  ftill  thro’  life  with  pleas’d  attention  ply  ; 

Their  helplefs  offspring  bid  them  wilh  to  live, 

Their  breathlefs  parents  bid  them  learn  to  die. 

And  furely  heaven  whofe  penetrating  fight 
Pierces  the  foul,  and  reads  its  inmoft  groan. 

Muff  fee  content,  with  more  fincere  delight, 

Toil  in  the  mine,  than  triumph  on  the  throne; 

See  n  Charles,  more  pleas’d,  within  the  convent’s  gloom. 
Seeking  the  flave’s  calm  nights,  their  temperate  days. 
And  peaceful  paffage  to  the  private  tomb, 

Than  diadem’d  with  glory’s  crimfon  rays. 

n  Charles  V.  of  Spain,  who  in  the  full  blaze  of  his  glory  refigned 
the  throne  to  his  fon  Philip,  and  retired  to  a  convent  in  Eftremadura. 
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Ev’n  the  proud  fage,  whofe  deep  myfterious  braiii 
Has  reafon’d  all  the  balm  of  hope  away. 

Convinc’d  that  learning’s  but  ingenious  pain. 

Might  hail  their  happier  lot,  and  fighing  fay, 

“  Oh  had  I  thus,  within  the  dark  profound, 

“  By  daily  labor  earn’d  my  daily  food; 

“  Or  with  yon  feedman  fow’d  the  quickening  ground, 

“  Or  cleav’d  with  ponderous  axe  the  groaning  wood. 

Full  many  an  hour  that  now,  tho’  fped  with  art', 

“  On  flow  and  dulky  pinions  fallen  flies, 

“  Full  many  an  anxious  wifli,  or  pang  of  heart, 

“  That  reafon’s  boafted  anodyne  defies, 

“  Had  ne’er  been  born.  Nor  had  th’uneafy  mind, 

“  Pent  in  the  prifon  of  this  mortal  mould, 

“  Felt  its  etherial  energy  confin’d, 

“  Its  brightefi;  funftiine  in  dark  clouds  enroll’d. 

“  But  native  fenfe  her  model!  courfe  had  run; 

“Her  faintly  lullre  untaught  virtue  fpread ; 

“  Health  crown’d  my  toils,  and  e’er  the  day  was  done; 
“  Sound  fleep  beneath  fome  alder’s  ruftling  Ihade. 

“  Then,  as  I  Hole  down  life’s  declining  hill, 

“  Here  nature’s  gifts  had  furnifii’d  nature’s  needs, 

“  The  brook’s  cold  beverage  every  latent  ill 

“  Had  ilarv’d,  that  cloylier’d  contemplation  feeds'. 


Till 
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••  Till,  in  the  peaceful  fhade  of  this  lone  bower, 

“  Qr  near  yon  fhattered  tower  in  lilence  laid, 

*■*  The  orient  orb,  that  watch’d  my  natal  hour. 

Had  brightly  glitter’d  o’er  my  mouldering  head.” 


TO  SIC  KNESS. 

ELEGY  II. 

HO  W  blith  the  flowery  graces  of  the  Spring 

From  nature’s  wardrobe  come  :  and  hark  how  gay 
Each  glittering  infeft,  hovering  on  the  wing. 

Sings  their  glad  welcome  to  the  fields  of  May. 

They  gaze,  with  greedy  eye,  each  beauty  o’er; 

They  fuck;  the  fweet  breath  of  the  blufhing  rofe; 

Sport  in  the  gale,  or  fip  the  rainbow  fhower ; 

Their  life’s  fhort  day  no  paufe  of  pleafiire  knovVs. 

Like  their’s,  dread  power,  my  chearful  morn  difplay’d 
The  flattering  promife  of  a  golden  nooli, 

Till  each  gay  cloud,  that  fportive  nature  fpread, 

Died  in  the  gloom  of  thy  diftemper’d  fVovvn. 

Yes,  ere  I  told  my  two  and  twentieth  year. 

Swift  from  thy  quiver  flew  the  deadly  dart; 

Harmlefs  it  paft  ’mid  many  a  blithe  compeer. 

And  found  its  fated  entrance  near  my  heart. 


V oi.  I. 
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Pale  as  I  lay  beneath  thy  ebon  wand, 

I  faw  them  rove  thro’  pleafure’s  flowery  field; 

I  faw  health  paint  them  with  her  rofy  hand, 

Eager  to  burft  my  bonds,  but  forc’d  to  yield. 

Yet  while  this  mortal  cot  of  mouldering  clay 
Shakes  at  the  ftroke  of  thy  tremendous  power, 

Ah  muft  the  tranfient  tenant  of  a  day 

Bear  the  rough  blaft  of  each  tempeftuous  hour! 

Say,  fhall  the  terrors  thy  pale  flag  unfolds. 

Too  rigid  queen!  unnerve  the  foul’s  bright  powers, 

Till  with  a  joylefs  fmile  the  eye  beholds 

Art’s  magic  charms,  and  nature’s  fairy  bowers. 

No,  let  me  follow  ftill,  thofe  bowers  among. 

Her  flowery  footfteps,  as  the  goddefs  goes ; 

Let  me,  juft  lifted  ’bove  th’  unletter’d  throng, 

Read  the  few  books  the  learned  few  compofer. 

And  fuffer,  when  thy  awful  pieafure  calls 

The  foul  to  fhare  her  frail  companion’s  fmart. 

Yet  fuffer  me  to  tafte  the  balm  that  falls, 

From  friendlhip’s  tongue,  fo  fweet  upon  the  hearts 

Then,  tho’  each  trembling  nerve  confefs  thy  frown, 
Ev’n  till  this  anxious  being  lhall  become 

But  a  brief  name  upon  a  little  ftone. 

Without  erne  murmur  I  embrace  my  doom. 


For 


(  83  ) 

F6r  many  a  virtue,  fheltrer’d  from  mankind. 

Lives  calm  with  thee,  and  lord  o’er  each  defire ; 

And  many  a  feeble  frame,  whofe  mighty  mind 
Eachmufe  has  touch’d  with  her  immortal  fire. 

Even  °  he,  foie  terror  of  a  venal  age, 

The  tuneful  bard,  whofe  philofophic  foul, 

With  fuch  bright  radiance  glow’d  on  virtue’s  page, 
Learn’d  many  a  leffon  from  thy  moral  fchool. 

He  p  too,  who  “  mounts  and  keeps  his  diftant  way,” 
His  daring  mind  thy  humanizing  glooms 

Have  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  ray, 

And  taught  to  warble  ’mid  the  village  tombs. 

Yes,  goddefs,  to  thy  temple’s  deep  recefs 
I  come ;  and  lay  for  ever  at  its  door 

The  firen  throng  of  follies  numberlefs. 

Nor  with,  their  flattering  fongs  fhould  footh  me  more. 

Thy  decent  garb  lhall  o’er  my  limbs  be  fpread, 

Thy  hand  fhall  lead  me  to  thy  fober  train. 

Who  here  retir’d,  with  penflve  pleafure  tread 
The  filent  windings  of  thy  dark  domain. 
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Hither  the  cherub  Charity  fliall  fly 
From  her  bright  orb,  and  brooding  o’er  my  mind. 

For  mifery  raife  a  fympathizing  figh, 

Pardon  for  foes,  and  love  for  humankind. 

Then  while  Ambition’s  trump,  from  age  to  age 

Its  flaughter’d  millions  boafts?  while  Fame  lhall  rear 
Her  deathlefs  trophies  o’er  the  bard  and  fage, 

Ee  mine  the  widow’s  flgh,  the  orphan’s  prayem 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

BY  MR.  HUDSON. 

THE  fable  queen  of  fliades  retires, 

Encircled  with  her  fading  fires ; 

Yok’d  to  her  iron  car,  the  dragons  fly. 

With  flow  wing  blackening  many  a  league  of  Iky. 

Go,  melancholy  goddefs,  go, 

Nurfe  of  defpondency  and  woe. 

’Tis  time :  the  cock’s  Ihrill  clarion  calls 
The  dawn,  and  ftrikes  the  prowling  wolf  with  fear. 

And  bids  the  phantoms  difappear? 

That  glimmer  ’mid ft  yon  mouldering  walls : 

They  ftartlc  at  the  found. 

And  gliding  o’«r  the  tracklefs  ground. 


Loth, 
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Loth,  to  their  marble  manfions  hafte  away. 

S'o  more  their  livid  lightnings  play  : 
rhe  terrors  of  aerial  tumults  ceafe, 
rluih’d  to  ferenity  and  fmiling  peace. 

For,  lo  1  in  heaven’s  ambrofial  bowers, 

Wait'd  by  the  ftationary  hours, 

Parent  of  day,  the  mom  unveils  her  eyes. 

And  vermeil  blufhes  ftreak  the  orient  Ikies : 

How  nature  triumphs  at  the  fight. 

Renew’d  in  all  her  beauty  bright ! 

Her  fragrant  groves  their  incenfe  yield ; 

The  zephyrs,  from  her  humid  ftores,  diffufe 
The  fweetnefs  ,of  mellifluous  dews ; 

And  pleafure  paints  the  lillied  field. 

Here,  g  It  with  fplendid  rays. 

The  fpires  and  lofty  turrets  blaze ; 

There  the  canals  refleft  a  pleafing  gleam  ; 

While  dancing  dowu  the  pebbly  ftream 
The  filver  radiance  ehears  the  feather’d  throng, 

Woods,  hills,  and  dales  re-echo  with  their  fong. 

Thus,  like  the  morn,  will  fairefi:  Freedom  come, 

In  majefty  divine. 

With  dawning  glory  to  difperfe  the  gloom 
Of  dire  Oppreflion;  and  illume  the  mind 
To  darknefs  and  defpondency  confin’d. 

Arife,  O  Liberty !  ’tis  thine 
The  charms  of  nature  to  refine ; 

G  3  Wjth 
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With  blooming  hope  and  harmony  to  pleafe. 

To  crown  with  plenty,  and  to  blefs  with  eafe? 
To  light  up  awful  Virtue’s  living  ray, 

And  pour  the  flood  of  intelle&ual  day. 

Place  me  in  Afric’s  defert  lands. 

Where  Third  fits  gaping  on  the  fands 
•  If  there  aufpicipus  Freedom  fix  her  feat, 

’Midft  burning  blads,  I’ll  hail  the  rude  retreat; 
Soon  fhall  the  wild,  more  polifh’d  grown, 
Admire  new  beauties,  not  her  own: 

Sage  Induftpy  fhall  dig  the  well 
Capacious,  yawning  many  a  fathom  deep; 
While  lowing  herds,  and  bleating  fheep. 
Stand  frequent  in  the  cooling  cell : 

Soon  fhall  the  mantling  vine 
Be  taught  around  the  palm  to  twine ; 

And  focial  arts  the  dranger  Naiads  wake, 

That  deep  beneath  the  diftant  lake, 

Curious  to  view  young  Commerce  gayly  roam. 
And  bring  full  harvefts  to  his  barren  home. 

% 

Place  me  beneath  the  gelid  zone. 

Near  winter’s  adamantine  throne, 

Where  fartheft  ocean  foams  with  icy  roar 
Along  the  bleak,  inhofpitable  fhore:* 

If  Freedom  to  the  fmoky  dome 

With  fur-cloath’d  mortals  deign  to  roam ; 


Thro1 
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rhro5  fnowy  waftes  the  dome  I’ll  leek : 

What  hinders  to  enjoy  the  freezing  year! 

For  Property  will  there  appear ; 

And  chearful  Health,  with  rofy  cheek, 

Purfue  the  panting  prey  ; 

Or,  mindful  of  the  lengthen’d  day. 

Sit  chaunting  on  the  mountain’s  chryflal  brow. 
Where  hanging  torrents  Ihine  below; 

Nor  will  Cimmerian  Sleep  forget  to  bring 
Safe  Humbers,  waving  at  his  downy  wing. 

.Come  then,  Celeftial,  let  thy  wilh’d  return 
This  happier  clime  ferene; 

This  happier  clime,  if  Rome  thy  abfence  mourn. 

No  more  with  fmiles  of  pleafure  entertains, 

Nor  Baia’s  groves,  nor  rich  Campania’s  plains : 
Heartlefs  we  view  the  fplendid  fcene 
Of  turrets,  and  the  painted  green; 

Heartlefs  the  malic  of  the  groves  we  hear. 

As  when,  new  harnefs’d  out  by  Wrath  and  Fear, 
Night’s  chariot  moves  in  llorms;  and  thunders  hurl’d 
Roll  their  broad  terrors  round  tlx#  groaning  world. 
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ODE  TO  FANCY* 

BY-THE  SAME. 

WHERE  art  thou,  Fancy,  vifionary  maid? 

Whole  lenient  artifice  and  eafy  aid 
Can  quell  the  fierce  diforders  of  the  bread. 

And  foothe  the  penfive  foul  to  red? 

Whether  along  the  daify  bank  reclin’d, 

W;th  foliage  veil’d,  you  court  the  fanning  wind, 

Or  by  the  brook’s  loquacious  channel  llray. 

Where  the  deep  dimpled  eddies  play; 

Hade  thee,  from  the  blended  glow 
Of  beauties  in  yon  lucid  bow. 

With  fine  fpun  light,  _  and  golden  beams, 

Softly  weave  thy  wakiqg  dreams : 

Bid  the  rang’d  ideas  fly, 

Opening  to  the  ravilh’d  eye 
A  glimpfe  of  blifs,  where  gay  D^lire  is  fuund 
Sporting  with  Youth  while  mufic  wakes  around, 

Behold  the  variegated  profpe£t  rife ! 

What  gallant  harmony!  what  glad  furprife! 

The  fweet  Mygdonian  pipe  with  rural  drains 
£olE£ts  the  nymphs  and  ihepherd  fwains. 

Secui 
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Secure  in  yonder  vale  their  fleecy  breed, 

And  heifers  ’midft  the  neighbouring  paftures  feed, 
[Weanwhile,  with  flowrets  deck’d,  each  blithfome  pdl 
Have  bid  adieu  to  pine  and  care. 

See  them  hand  in  haiid  advance 
Circling  in  the  fmooth  pac’d  dance; 

Now  to  numbers  quaint  they  ftray. 

Bounding  on  the  mazy  way! 

The  goldfinch  and  the  linnet  nigh 
Join  the  Ample  minftrelfy : 
rhe  fimple  notes,  qnd  merry  gambols  fire 
'Plac’d  by  the  hawthorn-hedge)  each  ancient  fire, 

3ut  fee!  where  Solitude,  of  fober  mien, 
bVith  Health  and  Modefty,  her  charming  maids. 

Leaving  the  ftraw-roof’d  neighbourhood,  is  feen 
Fo  rove  beneath  the  venerable  lhades ! 

D  harmlefs  cottages !  O  happy  glades ! 

Where  no  misfortunes  faftious  rage  deplore, 

'To  difcontent  the  quiet  breaft  invades : 
dow  pleafant  ’tis  from  this  far  feafon’d  Ihore 
rb  hear  the  tumbling  ocean’s  wavy  roar! 

'Tow  whither,  with  the  fun-beam’s  darting  fpeed, 
rhy  rapt  enthufiaft.  Fancy,  wilt  thou  lead? 
pVhat  other  fcenes  of  more  fincere  delight 
The  goddefs  and  her  gueft  invite? 

She, 
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She,  like  the  Sybil  with  her  golden  bough;, 

Tefcends  to  fearch  the  facred  realms  below. 

In  amaranthine  bowers  the  bleft  appear. 

By  pearly  grot  or  fountain  clear: 

To  heroes  ghofts,  or  fcepter’d  kings. 

The  laureli’d  bard  divinely  Tings. 

Hark!  the  animating  ftrains 
Warble  thro’  th’ Elyiian  plains: 

When  the  paufe  admits  delay 
Thus  th’ immortals  feem  to  fay, 

{Clofing  the  accents  of  each  tuneful  voice) 
c(  For  ever  thus,  for  ever  we  rejoice.” 

What  fad  tranfition!  means  this  rifoip  Ihow 

O 

To  drive  out.  real  pain  with  fancied  woe? 

I  fee  the  mourners  in  the  darken’d  room. 

The  rufic  hearfe,  the  letter’d  tomb. 

Still,  kill  the  wayward,  wild  ideas  take 
The  folemn  livery  of  death,  and  wake 
Tender-ey’d  pity,  as  the  village  train 
The  ihrouded  hufbandman  fuflain. 

What  femblances  of  wretched  plight 
?Mid  the  procefiion  flrike  the  fight ! 

Ah  !  ’tis  Grief  herfelf  appears, 

Her  flowing  trefles  fteep'd  in  tears ; 

Her  garments  torn,  her  bofym  bare, 

Recklefs  of  th5  inclement  air 
Three  orphan  children  mark  their  mother’s  moan. 
Hang  down  their  heads,  and  anfwer  groan  for  groan. 

Hen 
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Hence,  hence,  ye  haplefs  images;  away 
Oelufive  Fancy;  with  thy  fubtle  heat 
No  more  thy  vain  machinery  difplay, 

Now  the  dark  grave,  and  now  the  green  retreat ; 
Contentment’s  truth  furpafles  thy  deceit. 

Siller  of  Wifdom  Ihe;  of  afpedt  mild  : 

Who  makes  the  golden  mean  her  certain  feat. 


And  looks  on  cafualty  as  nature’s  child; 
To  heaven’s  beheits  Hill  nobly  reconcil’d. 


DDE  ON  TRUE  GREATNESS. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

LE  T  who  will  climb  the  towery  fteep 
Of  fovereignty,  with  flippery  ilrides. 

Where,  on  the  bofom  of  the  deep 
Below,  the  pitchy  pinnace  rides : 

A  death’s  head  flag,  unfurl’d  to  view,  . 

Waves  ghaftly;  and  a  fable  crew 

Gaze  from  the  deck,  and  feem  to  wait, 
pafh’d  down  the  pointed  rocks,  the  ralh  unfortunate. 
Mine  be  the  low  and  level  v/ay, 

Amid  the  quiet  vale  to  flray. 


Safe 
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Safe  in  fome  fylvan  lodge  to  dwell, 

And  lull’d  by  the  clear  ftream  that  fpeedr 
By  fhallow  fords  to  ruftling  reeds, 

And  fmall  lakes,  fring’d  with  homely  afpodel. 

There  fits  the  calm,  the  rural  fa°e. 

With  nature’s  volume  fair  in  view; 

And  meditates  the  ihining  page 
Replete  with  wonders  ever  new : 

While  Wifdom  points,  on  either  hand. 

Where  plants,  and  herbs,  and  flowrets  ftand 
In  emerald  groves,  and  Ihadowy  glades. 

In  furzy  moors,’  or  muflcy-fmelling  meads. 

Truth,  in  her  liquid  glafs  ferene. 

To  him  explains  each  moral  fcene: 

Oft,  in  the  downward  Ikies,  a  train 
Of  tinfel  infects  he  fiirveys. 

Or  glow-worm,  with  fallacious  blaze. 

Juft  emblem  of  court  greatnefs,  frail  and  vain. 

Oft  in  his  woodland  walk  he  flops  to  mark 
The  fpirited  and  youthful  lark, 

Warn’d  by  the  dawning  in  the  dappled  eafl, 

Lift  his  melodious  flight  thro’  upper  air; 

Xate  the  low  tenant  of  the  rufhy  neft 

Now  fings  unrival’ d  in  his  radiant  fphere. 

The  pondering  hermit  then  fees  Merit  roam. 

Above  the  nurflings  of  the  courtly  dome, 

On  Glory’s  fparkling  wheels,  rais’d  from  its  humble  dome 

FirJ 
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Fir  ft  of  the  families  of  fame. 

That  Rome’s  imperial  city  grace. 

From  rural  huts  and  hamlets  came 
The  Fabian  and  Fabrician  race; 

With  that  firm  judge  that  could  contemn 
And  banifh  the  proud  diadem. 

To  Sabine  fields  fhe  owes  the  vine* 

Whofe  tendrils  yet  round  Virtue’s  column  twine  j 
Which  braves  Opprefiion’s  wintry  breath. 

And  Hands  the  icy  touch  of  Death. 

The  leaflefs  flock,  that  Fortune  dooms 
To  wither,  with  returning  fpring 
(While  the  glad  flocks  of  Freedom  fing) 

Profufe  of  promis’d  fweets,  with  double  vigour  bloonlt. 

Hark !  hark !  ’tis  Brutus’  name  I  hear. 

Join’d  with  his  fair,  heroic  bride; 

'To  Honour’s  hallow’d  fane  they  fleer 
Along  the  favourable  tide  ; 

To  her  and  Safety  there  to  place 
The  tablet,  vow’d  to  human  race: 

Blow,  every  kind  and  gentle  gale 
Of  gratitude,  and  fan  the  fwelling  fail. 

**»High  on  a  fleecy  couch  reclin’d. 

Of  white  and  amber  clouds  combin’d, 

I Rome’s  genius  lifts  his  auguft  head; 

Now  flow  defcending  nearer  draws. 

Hail’d  with  the  popular  applaufe. 

And  bids  the  felemn  pageantry  proceed. 
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Go,  the  triumphal  ornaments  difplay; 

Ye  facred  Salii  lead  the  way: 

Next  led  the  order  of  Patrician  blood. 

In  awful  march  a  numerous  train  compofe. 

And  follow’d  by  the  jubilating  crowd; 

As  Cybele  thro’  Phrygian  cities  goes, 

Majeilic,  and  with  golden  turrets  crown’d: 

A  hundred  gods  her  gorgeous  car  furround, 

A  thoufand  tongues  acclaim;  the  clanging  cymbals  found 

S’  &  -h  O  <S>  *3>  <£>  c-i>  ■&  O  O  &W&  <3>  i 

ODE  TO  CONCORD. 

BY  TIIE  S  A  M  E, 


SOUL  of  the  world,  firH  mover,  fay, 

From  thee  what  glorious  being  came. 

Powerful  to  raife  this  univerfal  frame  ? 

Who  taught  the  ponderous  wheels  to  play? 
Gave  beauty  to  look  forth  with  radiant  eyes. 

And  cloath’d  w'ith  ambient  day  the  chr vital  Ikies ? 
’Ywas  Concord,  who  enthron’d  above, 

With  fevenfold  adamantine  chains 
The  path  of  wandering  orbs  retrains, 

Kindles  the  genial  lire  of  lov#. 

And  walks  the  courts  of  genuirfe  light, 
(While  all  heaven  hails  the  wonders  of  her  fight)4 
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Where  Blifs  has  baniftfd  Chance,  and  fore  Annoy* 

And  Goodnefs  fills  the  cup  of  general  joy. 

Nor  is  fire  to  the  heavens  confin’d  ;• 

Forth  on  the  morning's  wings  fhe  rides, 

She  fltims  the  glowing  evening’s  purple  tides. 

And  leaves  the  fetting  fun  behind. 

Where  doves  fit  cooing  at  the  noon-tide  hour. 

And  linnets  warble  in  the  woodbine  bower  $ 

Where  the  pale  moon  her  luftre  fpreads. 

The  love-lorn  bird  divides  her  fong. 

The  foft  flute  fooths  the  rural  throng. 

And  dew  drops  load  the  flowrets’  heads  ; 

Where  the  ingenuous  chorus  fings. 

The  delicate  touch  flies  o’er  the  trembling  firings. 

From  the  gilt  roof  the  fymphony  rebounds ; 

Thine,  goddefs,  are  the  charms,  and  thine  the  filter  founds . 


The  buxom  air,  the  faphire  main. 

All  height  and  depth  confcfs  thy  gracious  reign  * 

But  chief  is  thy  delight  to  dwell 
Lodg’d  in  the  human  breaft,  thy  deareft  cell. 

favour  and  friendfhip  meet  thee  there, 

A* ’tender  tranfport  with  the  gu filing  tear; 

There  wedlock  at  thy  altar  bends, 

&  There  halcyon  peace  fecurely  broods, 

Xnd  nieek  tranquillity  attends 
To  quell  unruly  rage,  and^footh  the  fwelling  floods. 


Now 
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Now  by  the  magic  of  thy  tongue, 

That  call’d  up  firfl:  the  rolling  fpheres. 

Thro’  the  gay  circle  of  revolving  years. 

With  rapturous  founds  of  myftic  fong* 

Attun’d  in  heavenly  harmony  to  fun  : 

And  by  the  virtue  of  th’  enchanting  zone* 

Which  when  the  fair  Idalian  queen 
Accepts,  with  univerfal  fway. 

The  fmiles  and  winning  paflions  play 

In  her  refiftlefs  look  and  mien ; 

The  loves  thy  heavenly  gift  admire* 

And  tip  their  little  darts  with  lambent  fire  ; 

Frefh  wreaths  the  graces  bring,  and  form  the  round* 
Where  riling  dailies  mark  the  meafur’d  ground* 

Now  by  the  rofy  mildnefs  fweet. 

Of  which  when  youthful  fpring  awakes. 

From  thy  abundance  amply  Ihe  partakes. 

What  time  the  iilk-plum’d  zephyrs  meef 
In  Saba’s  gfoves,  to  kifs  the  bending  blooms 
With  balmy  lips,  and  wanton  in  perfumes ; 

And  by  the  ripened,  redolent  grace, 

When  fummer  in  the  Perfian  fields 
To  fober-feemino-  Autumn  vields 

O  4 

Her  treafures  on  the  loaded  Iprays, 

The  fky-rob’d  plum,  the  purple  vine, 

The  velvet  peach,  and  damalk  nedtarine; 

While  Plenty,  waving  her  Hefperian  bough* 
Gladdens  Pomona  with  the  golden  Ihow, 


Great 
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Great  goddefs !  with  the  words  of  peace 
Bid  this  wild  uproar  of  contention  ceafe; 

Bid  Amity,  with  gentle  ray. 

The  woes  that  lowr  on  faction's  brow  difplay. 

Shall  Rome  to  thee  a  rebel  prove  ? 

For  hellifh  hate  abandon  heavenly  love  ? 

Here,  gentle  Concord,  on  each  bread 
Let  thy  fpring-fweetn-fs  bland  diftil. 


Here  thy  ambrolial  fragrance  reft, 

And  all  mankind  obey  thy  fovereign  will. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


BY  MR.  MALLET. 


FAIR  morn  afcends:  foft  zephyr’s  wing 
O’er  hill  and  vale  renews  the  fpring : 
Where,  fown  profufely,  herb  and  flower, 

Of  balmy  fmell,  of  healing  power. 

Their  fouls  in  fragrant  dews  exhale. 

And  breathe  frelh  life  in  every  gale. 

Here,  fpreads  a  green  expanfe  of  plains, 
Where  fweetly-penfive  Silence  reigns ; 

And  there  at  utmoft  ftretch  of  eye, 

A  mountain  fades  into  the  Iky; 

While  winding  round,  diffus’d  and  deep, 

A  river  rolls  with  founding  fvveep. 

Von,  I.  H 
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Gf  human  art  no  traces  near, 

I  feem  alone  with  Nature  here! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  facred  Health !' 
The  monarch’s  blifs,  the  beggar’s  wealth  !- 
The  feafoning  of  all  good  below! 

The  fovereign  friend  in  joy  or  woe! 

O  Thou,  molt  courted,  mod  defpis’d-. 

And  but  in  abfence  duly  priz’d! 

Power  of  the  foft  and  rofy  face ! 

The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermil  grace. 

The  fpirits  when  they  gay  eft  fhine. 

Youth,  beauty,  pleafure,  all  are  thine  f 
O  fun  of  life!  whofe  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  and  chears  our  various  day. 

The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears. 

The  ftorm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years,. 

Till  Nature  with  thy  parting  light 
Repofes  late  in  Death’s  calm  night: 

Fled  from  the  trophy’d  roofs  of  ftate. 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain,  and  hate; 

Fled  from  the  couch,  where  in  fweet  lleep' 
Hot  Riot  would  his  anguilh  fteep. 

But  tolfes  thro’  the  midnight  (hade. 

Of  death,  of  life,  alike  afraid; 

For  ever  fled  to  lhady  cell. 

Where  Temperance,  where  the  Mufes  dwell 
Thou  oft  art  feen,  at  early  dawn 
Slow-pacing  o’er  the  breezy  lawn  : 

Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high. 

In  -filence  feafting  ear  and  eye, 
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With  Tong  and  profpeft,  which  abound 
From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noon-tide  ray. 
Flames  forth  intolerable  day; 

While  Heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain. 

With  1  hirft  and  Languor  in  his  train, 

All  nature  fickening  in  the  blaze: 

Thou,  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze, 

That  clouds  the  vale  with  umbrage  deep. 
Impendent  from  the  neighbouring  deep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm  retreat, 

Where  breathing  Caolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There,  plung’d  amid  the  lhadows  "brown. 
Imagination  lays  him  down; 

Attentive  in  his  airy  mood. 

To  every  murmur  of  the  vvo®d: 

The  bee  in  yonder  flowery  nook; 

The  chidings  of  ^ie  headlong  brook; 

The  green  leaf  fhivering  in  the  gale; 

The  warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale; 

The  diftant  woodman’s  echoing  ftroke; 

The  thunder  of  the  falling  oak. 

From  thought  to  thought  in  vifion  led. 

He  holds  high  eoriverfe  with  the  dead ; 
Sages,  or  Poets.  See  they  rife! 

And  lhadowy  ikim  before  his  eyes. 

Hark!  Orpheus  ftrikes  the  lyre  again. 
That  foften’d  favages  to  men  : 

Lo!  Socrates,  the  Sent  ofheaven. 

To  whom  it’s  moral  will  was  given. 

H  a 
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Fathers  and  friends  of  humankind, 

They  form’d  the  nations,  or  refin’d. 

With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart. 
Enlightening  truth,  adorning  art. 

While  thu-s  I  mus’d  beneath  the  fhade. 
At  once  the  founding  breeze  was  laid : 
And  Nature,  by  the  unknown  law 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe: 

Dumb  filence  grew  upon  the  hour; 

A  browner  night  involv’d  the  bower: 
When  iffuing  from  the  inmoft  wood. 
Appear’d  fair  Freedom’s  Genius  good. 

O  Freedom  !  fovereign  boon  of  heaven; 
Great  Charter  with  our  being  given; 

For  which  the  patriot  and  the  fage 
Have  plann’d,  have  bled  thro’  every  aged 
High  privilege  of  human  race. 

Beyond  a  mortal  monarch’s  -grace: 

Who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim. 
What  but  from  God  immediate  came! 
***•*«#** 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON. 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  RAROWICKE,  HER  FA¬ 
THER,  I761. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

O  CROWN’D  with  honor,  bleft  with  length  of  days. 
Thou  whom  the  wife  revere,  the  worthy  praife; 

Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  explain’d. 

And  meriting  all  titles  thou  haft  gain’d - 

Tho’  ftill  the  faireft  from  heaven’s  bounty  How; 

For  good  and  great  no  monarch  can  bellow: 

Yet  thus,  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends  polfeft. 

No  fortune,  Hardwicke,  is  fincerely  bleft. 

All  humankind  are  fons  of  forrow  born : 

The  great  muft  fuffer,  and  the  good  mufl  mourn. 

For  fay,  can  Wifdom’s  felf,  what  late  was  thine. 

Can  Fortitude,  without  a  figh,  relign? 

Ah  no!  when  Love,  when  Reafon,  hand  in  hand. 

O’er  the  cold  urn  confenting  Mourners  Hand, 

The  firmeft  heart  dilfolves  to  foftnefs  here ; 

And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 

Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  wfeaknefs  lhed, 

Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead  : 

From  tender  thought  their  fource  unblam’d  they  draw, 

Bv  Heaven  approv’d,  and  true  to  Nature’s  law. 

H  3 
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When  his  lov’d  Child  the  Roman  could  not  laye. 
Immortal  Tully,  from  an  early  grave 
No  common  forms  his  home?felt  paflion  kept; 

The  fage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent,  wept. 

And  O!  by  grief  ally’d,  as  join’d  in  fame, 

The  fame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  are  the  fame. 

She  whom  the  Mufes,  whom  the  Loves  deplore, 

Even  Ihe,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more: 

In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue’s  bloom. 

Loft  to  thy  hopes,  and  filent  in  the  tomb. 

O  Seafon  mark’d  by  mourning  and  defpair 
Thy  blafts  how  fatal  to  the  young  and  fair? 

For  vernal  frelhnefs,  for  the  balmy  breeze. 

Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  with  difeafe  : 

Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breath. 

That  fcatter’d  fever,  agony,  and  death ! 

What  funerals  has  thy  cruel  ravage  fpread ! 

What  eyes  have  flow’d  !  what  noble  bofoms  bled! 

Here  let  Refledtion  fix  her  fober  view : 

D  think,  who  fufFer,  and  who  figh  with  you. 

See,  rudely  fnatch’d,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms. 

Bright  Granby  from  a  youthful  hufband’s  arms ! 

In  climes  far  diftant,  fee  that  hufband  mourn  $ 

His  arms  revers’d,  his  recent  laurel  torn ! 

*1  Tullia  died  about  the  age  of  two  and  thirty.  She  is  celebrated  for 
her  filial  piety  ;  and  for  having  added,  to  the  ufual  graces  of  her  fex, 
the  more  folk!  accomplifhments  of  knowledge  and  polite  letters. 


Behold 
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-Behold  again,  at  Fate’s  imperious  call. 

In  one  dread  inftant  blooming  Lincoln  fall  '! 

See  her  lov’d  Lord  with  fpeechlefc  anguifh  bend  ! 

And,  mixing  tears  with  his,  thy  nobleft  friend. 

Thy  Pelham  turn  on  heaven  his  ftreaming  eye  : 

Again  in  Her,  he  fees  a  Brother  die. 

And  He,  who  long,  unfhaken  and  ferene. 

Had  Death,  in  each  dire  form  of  terror,  feen. 

Thro’  worlds  unknown,  o’er  unknown  oceans  toft. 

By  Love  fubdu’d,  now  weeps  a  Confort  loft: 

Now,  funk  to  fondnefs,  all  the  man  appears. 

His  front  dejefted,  and  his  foul  in  tears ! 

Yet  more:  nor  thou  the  mufe’s  voice  difdain, 

Who  fondly  tries  to  foothe  a  Father’s  pain-— 

Let  thy  calm  eye  furvey  the  fuffering  ball : 

See  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fall  ! 

What  fpring  had  promis’d,  and  what  autumn  yields. 

The  bread  of  thoufands  ravilh’d  from  their  fields ! 

See  youth  and  age,  th’  ignoble  and  the  great. 

Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  promifcuous  fate! 

Hear  Europe  groan  !  hear  all  her  nations  mourn ! 

And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  borne. 

Think  too:  and  Reafon  will  confirm  the  thought: 

Thy  cares,  for  Her,  are  to  their  period  brought. 

Yes,  She,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age. 

With  wit,  chaftis’d,  with  fprightly  temper,  fage ; 

Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend. 

Whom  all  became,  wife,  fifter,  daughter,  friend, 

Id  4  Unwarp’d 
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tJnwarp’d  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unftain’d. 
The  prize  of  virtue  has,  for  ever,  gain’d! 
From  life  efcap’d,  and  fafe  on  that  calm  Ihore 
Where  fin,  and  pain,  and  error  are  no  more. 
She  now  no  change,  nor  you  a  fear  can  feel: 
Death,  to  her  fame,  has  fix’d  th’  eternal  feal ! 


EDWIN  AND  EMMA. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


FAR  in  the  windings  of  a  vale. 

Fall  by  a  Iheltering  wood. 

The  fafe  retreat  of  Health  and  Peace, 

An  humble  cottage  Hood. 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourilh’d  fair 
Beneath  a  mother’s  eye; 

Whofe  only  wilh  on  earth  was  now 
To  fee  her  bleft,  and  die. 

The  foftell  blulh  that  Nature  fpreads 
Gave  colour  to  her  cheek : 

Such  orient  colour  fmiles  thro’  heaven^ 

When  vernal  mornings  break, 

Nor 
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"Nor  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  fisora 
This  charmer  of  the  plains : 

That  fun,  who  bids  their  diamond  blaze. 
To  paint  our  lilly  deigns. 

Long  had  Ihe  fill’d  each  youth  with  love. 
Each  maiden  with  defpair; 

And  tho’  by  all  a  wonder  own’d. 

Yet  knew  not  Ihe  was  fair. 

Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwains, 

A  foul  devoid  of  art; 

And  from  whofe  eye,  ferenely  mild. 

Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart. 

A  mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught; 

Was  quickly  too  reveal’d: 

For  neither  bofom  lodg’d  a  wilh 
That  virtue  keeps  conceal’d. 

What  happy  hours  of  home-felt  blifi 
Did  love  on  both  bellow! 

But  blifs  too  mighty  long  to  laft. 

Where  fortune  proves  a  foe. 

His  filler,  who,  like  Envy  form’d. 

Like  her  in  mifchief  joy’d. 

To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  fkill. 
Each  darker  art  employ’d. 


The 
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The  Father  too,  a.  fordid  man. 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew. 

Was  all, unfeeling  as  the  clod 
From  whence  his  riches  grew. 

Long  had  he  feen  their  fecret  flame. 

And  feen  it  long  unmov’d  : 

Then  with  a  father’s  frown  at  lad 
Had.  fternly  difapprov’d. 

In  Edwin’s  gentle  heart,  a  war 
Of  differing  paflions  drove  : 

His  heart,  that  durfl:  not  difobey, 

Yet  could  not  ceafe  to  love. 

Deny’d  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 
The  fpreading  hawthorn  crept. 

To  fnatch  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpor 
Where  Emma  walk’d  and  wept. 

Oft  too  on  Stanemore’s  wintry  wade. 

Beneath  the  moon-light  fliade. 

In  fighs  to  pour  his  fcften’d  foul, 

The  midnight  mourner  firay’d. 

His  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glow’d, 
A  deadly  pale  o’ercaft: 

So  fades  the  frefh  rofe  in  its  prime. 

Before  the  northern  blaft. 


The 
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The  parents  now,  with  late  remorfe. 

Hung  o’er  his  dying  bed ; 

And  weary’d  heaven  with  fruitlefs  vows. 

And  fruitlefs  forrow  Ihed. 

’Tis  pall !  he  cry’d — -but  if  your  fouls 
Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move, 

Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold 
What  they  muft  ever  love ! 

She  came ;  his  cold  hand  foftly  touch’d. 

And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear : 

Fall-falling  o’er  the  primrofe  pale. 

So  morning  dews  appear. 

But  oh !  his  filler’s  jealous  care, 

A  cruel  filler  Ihe  1 

forbade  what  Emma  came  to  fay; 

“  My  Edwin,  live  for  me.” 

Now  homeward  as  Ihe  hopelefs  wept 
The  church-yard  path. along. 

The  blall  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  fcream’d 
Her  lover’s  funeral  fong. 

Amid  the  falling  gloom  of  night, 

Her  llartling  fancy  found 

In  every  bufli  his  hovering  lhade, 

His  groan  in  every  found. 


Alone, 
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Alone,  appall’d,  thus  had  Ihe  pall 
The  vifionary  vale — 

When  lo !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear, 
Sad.  founding  in  the  gale  ! 


Juft  then  Ihe  reach’d,  with  trembling  ftep. 
Her  aged  mother’s  door: 

O* 

He’s  gone  !  fire  cry’d ;  and  I  lhall  fee 
That  angel- face  no  more! 


I  feel,  I  feel  this  breaking  heart 
Beat  high  againft  my  fide— 

From  her  white  arm  down  funk  her  head. 
She  Ihivering  figh’d,  and  died. 


AN  ELEGY  ON  A  PILE  OF  RUINS. 


BY  J.  CUNNINGHAM. 

IN  the  full  profpefl  yonder  hill  commands 
O’er  forefts,  fields,  and  vernal-coated  plains  $ 
The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  Hands, 

Clofe  by  a  ruin’d  caftlVs  rude  remains. 


Half 


(  Ic9  ) 

Half  buried,  there,  lie  many  a  broken  bufl. 

And  obelirfk,  and  urn,  o’erthrown  by  time; 

And  many  a  cherub,  here,  defcends  in  dull 
From  the  rent  roof,  and  portico  fublime. 

The  rivulets,  oft  frighted  at  the  found 

Of  fragments  tumbling  from  the  towers  on  high. 

Plunge  to  their  fource  in  fecret  caves  profound, 

Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 

Where  reverend  fhrines  in  gothic  grandeur  flood. 

The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  night-fliade,  fpreads; 

And  afhlings,  wafted  from  the  neighbouring  wood. 

Thro’  the  worn  turrets  wave  their  trembling  heads. 

There  Contemplation,  to  the  crowd  unknown. 

Her  attitude  compos’d,  and  afpeft  fweet! 

Sits  mufing  on  a  monumental  ftone, 

And  points  to  the  memento  at  her  feet.- 

Soon  as  fage  evening  check’d  day’s  funny  pride, 

I  left  the  mantling  fliade,  in  moral  mood; 

And,  feated  by  the  maid’s  fequefter’d  fide. 

Thus  figh’d,  the  mouldering  ruins  as  I  view’d'. 

Inexorably  calm,  with  filent  pace. 

Here  Time  has  pafs’d — What  ruin  marks  his  way  1 

This  pile,  now  crumbling  o’er  its  hallow’d  bafe, 

Turn’d  not  his  ftep,  nor  could  his  courfe  delay. 

Religion 
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Religion  rais’d  her  fiipplicating  eyes 

In  vain ;  and  Melody,  her  long  fublime : 

In  vain,  Philofophy,  with  maxims  wife, 

Would  touch  the  cold  unfeeling  heart  of  Time. 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  tho’  not  mov’d  to  fpare. 

Relented  when  he  ftruck  its  finilh’d  pride ; 

And,  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repair, 

The  tottering  towers  with  twilled  ivy  tied. 

How  folemn  is  the  cell  o’ergrown  with  mofs. 

That  terminates  the  view  yon  cloiiler’d  way ! 

In  the  crulh’d  wall  a  time-corroded  crofs. 

Religion  like.  Hands  mouldering  in  decay ! 

Where  the  mild  fun,  thro’  faint-encypher’d  glafs. 

Illum’d  with  mellow  light  that  brown-brow’d  illej 

Many  rapt  hours  might  Meditation  pafs. 

Slow  moving  ’twixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile! 

And  Piety,  with  myftic-meaning  beads. 

Bowing  to  faints  on  every  fide  inurn’d. 

Trod  oft  the  folitary  path*  that  leads 

Where  now  the  facred  altar  lies  o’erturn’d! 

Thro’  the  grey  grove,  betwixt  thofe  withering  trees, 
’Mongfl  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 

A  marble-imag’d  matron  on  her  knees. 

Half  wafted,  like  a  Niobe  in  tears  : 

Low 
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Low  levell’d  in  the  duft  her  darling’s  laid  1 
Death  pitied  not  the  pride  of  youthful  blosm; 

Nor  could  maternal  piety  difluade, 

Or  foften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb. 

*  \ 

The  relicks  of  a  mitred  faint  may  reft, 

Where,  ntouldering  in  the  nich,  his  liatue  ftand;x 
Now  namelefs,  as  the  crowd  that  kifs’d  his  veft. 

And  crav’d  the  benedi&ion  of  his  hands. 

Near  the  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloom. 

The  bones  of  an  illuftrious  chieftain  lie ; 

As  trac’d  upon  the  time-unletter’d  tomb, 

The  trophies  of  a  broken  fame  imply. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  that  o’er  the  vaifal  plain. 

His  rights  and  rich  demefnes  extended  wide  1 
That  honour,  and  her  knights,  compos’d  his  train. 

And  chivalry  flood  marfhall’d  by  his  fide ! 

Tho’  to  the  clouds  his  caftle  feem’d  to  climb. 

And  frown’d  defiance  on  the  defperate  foe; 

Tho’  deem’d  invincible,  the  conqueror,  Time, 

Levell’d  the  fabric,  as  the  founder,  low. 

Where  the  light  lyre  gave  many  a  foftening  found,- 
Ravens  and  rooks,-  the  birds  of  difcord  dwell  ;1 
And  where  fociety  fat  fweetly  crown’d,- 
Eternfa]  falituae  has  fix’d  her  cell. 

7i 
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Tlie  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat. 

Inhabit  now,  perhaps,  the  painted  room* 

Where  the  fage  matron  and  her  maidens  fat, 

Sweet-finging  at  the  filver-working  loom. 

The  traveller’s  bewilder’d  on  a  wafte; 

And  the  rude  winds  inceffant  feem  to  roar. 

Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arbours  grac’d. 

Young  lovers  often  figh’d  in  days  of  yore. 

His  aquedufts,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 
To  pure  canals,  a  cry  ft  al  cool  fupply! 

In  the  deep  dull  their  barren  beauties  hide : 

Time’s  thirft,  unquenchable,  has  drain’d  them  dry  1 

Tho’  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  were  fpent 
With  Comus,  and  the  laughter-loving  crew; 

And  the  fweet  brow  of  beauty,  ftill  unbent. 

Brighten’d  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  flew: 

Fleet  are  the  fleecy  moments L  fly  they  mull; 

Not  to  be  flay’d  by  mafque,  or  midnight  roar! 

Nor  {hall  a  pulfe,  amongft  that  jnouldering  duft. 

Beat  wanton  at  the  frniles  of  beauty  more! 

Can  the  deep  ftatefman,  fLill’d  in  great  defign, 

Protraft,  but  for  a  day,  precarious  breath; 

Or  the  tun’d  follower  of  the  facred  nine, 

Soothe,  with  his  melody,  infatrate  Death.? 

No 
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No — tho’  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around  ; 

Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  fhaft  of  fate 
Strikes  the  devoted  vi&im  to  the  ground ! 

What  then  avails  ambition’s  wide-ftretch’d  wing, 

The  fchoolman’s  page,  or  pride  of  beauty’s  bloom.! 

The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob’d  king, 

Levell’d,  lie  mix’d  promifcuous  in  the  tomb. 

The  Macedonian  monarch,  wife  and  good. 

Bade,  when  the  morning’s  rofy  reign  began, 

■Courtiers  ftiould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  flood, 

“  Philip !  remember,  thou’rt  no  more  than  man. 

tl  Tho’  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole; 

“  Tho’  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft; 

“  Philip,  refleft,  thou’rt  pofting  to  the  goal, 

“  Where  mortals  mix  in  undiftinguifh’d  duft!” 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and  arms  renown’d, 

(iEgypt  and  Syria’s  wide  domains  fubdued) 

Returning  with  imperial  triumphs  crown’d. 

Sigh’d,  when  the  perifhable  pomp  he  view’d ; 

And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car. 

In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conqueft  dreft; 

Confpicuous,  o’er  the  trophies  gain’d  in  war. 

Plac’d,  pendent  on  a  fpear,  his  burial  veft  : 

{  mdu 
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While  thus  the  herald  cried — “  This  fon  of  power. 
This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow’d; 

*'  May,  in  the  fpaceor  one  revolving  hour, 

“  Boaft  of  no  other  fpoij,  but  yonder  ihroud!” 

Searqli  where  Ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  fteel’d; 

Where  Slaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning,  ran; 
And  fay,  while  Memory  weeps  the  blood-iiain’d  teld. 
Where  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  common  man? 

Vain  ars  the  pyramids,  and  motto'd  ftones, 

And.  nmnumenral  trophies  rais’d  on  high! 

For  time  confounds  them  with  the  crnmblin?  bone-:. 
That  mix'd  in  hairy  graves  unnoric’d  lie. 

Kerrs  not,  beneath  the  turf,  the  peafant's  head. 

Soft  as  the  lord’s,  beneath  the  labour’d  tomb? 

Or  deep:  one  colder,  in  his  dofe  clay  bed. 

Than  t'other,  in  the  wide  vaul.'s  drear;  womb? 

Hither  let  Luxury  lead  her  loofe-rob'd  train  : 

Here  nutter  Pride,  on  purple  painted  wings: 

Arc.  fro  pi  the  moral  proipecl,  leam - how  vain 

Ti  e  wr.L,  that  rhs  for  fob  lunacy  things. 
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ODE  TO  SLEEP. 


B  Y  M  R.  Jl- 
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i. 

RIEND  to  the  gloomy  fhade  of  night! 

Vaftfource  of  fanciful  delight! 

Power!  whofe  care-diflblving  fway, 

The  flave  that,  pants  o’er  Indian  hills. 

The  wretch  whom  fnow-girt  Zembla  chills. 

And  wide  creation’s  fertile  race  obey ; 

The  joyous  chorifters  that  flit  in  air. 

The  mutes  that  dwell  beneath  the  filver  flood. 

The  favage  howling  o’er  th’  affrighted  wood. 

And  man,  th’  imperious  lord  of  all,  thy  power  declare. 

11. 

Thy  magic  wand  £an  oft  reftrain 
The  mifer’s  fordid  hopes  of  gain; 

Can  make  each  heart- felt  trouble  ceafe: 

Or  from  the  flckening  thought  fufpend 
The  image  of  a  dying  friend  ; 

And  lull  Sufpicion’s  wakeful  eyes  in  peace. 

If  t-hog  tut  foe  the  the  fa.thful  lover’s  reft, 
hjo  fond  remembrance  of  each  parting  figh, 

Of  beauty’s  fmile,  or  pity’s  ftreaming  eye. 

Ip  grief’s  foft  moments  fteal  around  his  aking  breaft. 

I  2  Fai* 
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III. 

Fair  virtue’s  friend!  thou  ne’er  {halt  Ihed 
Thy  bleftings  o’er  the  impious  head. 

Or  ’rnidft  the  noife  of  crowds  be  found; 

Thy  balm-dihilling  fvveets  alone 
To  ermin’d  Innocence  are  known. 

And  gay  Content  with  rural  garlands  crown’d. 

By  thee  the  fhadow-trembling  murderer’s  guilt 
With  doubled  terror  wrings  the  tortur’d  foul. 

The  purpled  heel,  the  life-dehrudtive  bowl, 

Hecall  the  baleful  horrors  of  the  blood  he  fpilt. 

IV. 

When  by  feme  pale  and  livid  light 
I  cheat  the  tedious  hours  of  night, 

Indulging  o'er  the  Attic  page: 

The  dying  taper  warns  to  reft, 

Thy  vifions  feize  my  ravifh’d  breaft. 

And  pictur’d  beauties  real  woes  aftuage. 

O’er  Helicon  r  my  bleating  lambs  I  guard. 

Or  mix’d  with  dull  Bceotia’s  fimple  fwains 
protect  my  flocks  in  humble  Afcra’s  plains, 

And  view  the  iky-born  fillers  hail  their  favourite  bard, 

V. 

Methinks  I  hear  the  Theban  lyre ; 

I  feel  my  ravifh’d  foul  afpire: 

r  Hefiod  is  Aid  to  have  led  the  life  of  a  fhepherd  on  mount  Heli¬ 
con,  where,  as  he  relates  in  his  Theogony,  the  Mufes  appeared  to  him, 
and  adopted  him  in  their  fervice.  V.  14, 


The 
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The  nymphs  furround  the  infant  boy. 

Already  confcious  of  his  fame 

The  fedive  choirs  their  hopes  proclaim. 

While  Pan  exults  with  uncouth  figns  of  joy; 

For  thee  s,  foie  glory  of  thy  abjeft  race, 

The  thyme-fed  bees  their  lufcious  fweets  difFufc, 

To  foothe  the  numbers  of  thy  copious  mufe, 

And  in  Bceotia  fix  each  coy  reluftant  grace. 

VI. 

Oft  fir’d  with  Bacchanalian  rage. 

The  c  Father  of  the  Grecian  ftage 
In  terror  clad  annoys  my  red; 

I  feel  unnumber’d  horrors  rife  1 
The  fight  forfakes  my  fwimming  eyes. 

While  hiding  furies  ru!h  upon  my  bread. 

In  folemn  pomp,  I  fee  old  Gela  mourn, 

Diffolv’d  in  grief  befxde  the  poet’s  grave 
To  forrowing  founds  he  lulls  each  plaintive  wave. 

His  willows  fading  and  his  fe a- green  mantle  torn. 

5  P:ndar :  whole  birth  the  Nymphs  and  Pan  are  faicl  to  have  folsm- 
nized  with  dances :  vve  are  likewile,  told,  that  in  his  infancy  the  bees 
fed  him  with  their  honey.  He  was  bom  at  Thebes,  the  capital  of  Bceo~ 
tia,  a  province  remarkable  for  the  dulnefs  of  its  inhabitants,  of  which 
he  himlelf  takes  notice  in  his  Olympics. 

1  iEfchylus,  who  was  reported  never  to  have  wrote  but  when  in- 
fpirited  by  wine;  he  had  a  particular  genius  for  terrifying  the  audience: 
of  which  the  Chorus  of  Furies  in  his  Eumenides  is  a  remarkable  and 
well  known  inflance.  He  was  buried  near  the  river  Gela,  where  the 
tragedians  performed  dramas  at  his  tomb. 

Is 
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VII. 

With  longing  tade,  with  eager  lip,. 

In  raptur’d  vifions  oft  I  fip 
The  honeys  of  the  tragic  “  bee; 

Whole  drains  could  every  temped;  o.uell,. 

Could  every  noxious  blad  difpell, 

And  dill  the  hollow  roaring  of  the  fea. 

Whofe  powerful  fancy,  whofe  exhaudlefs  vein,, 

Whofe  daring  genius,  whofe  triumphant  wing. 

Deep  fource  from  whence  ten  thoufand  rivers  fpring,. 

Jud  bounds  could  limit,  and  each  rigid  rule  redrain. 

VIII. 

How  oft  infpir’d  with  magic  dread. 

By  fancy  to  the  cave  I’m  led 
Where  dts  the  wife  Pierian  *  fage ; 

With  piercing  eye,  with  penfive  mind. 

In  attic  folitude  reclin’d. 

Stern  virtue’s  precepts  chill  the  poet’s  rage. 

Bled  bard  !  whofe  mufe,  mid  milded  morals  drong,. 

Could  each  rebellious  appetite  controul, 

Could  wake  each  tender  feeling  of  the  foul,. 

And  deck  indruflion  in  the  pleafing  charms  of  fong. 

:1  Sophocles,  who,  it  is  faid,  was  able  to  check  the  fury  of  the  winds 
and  fea.  Philoftratus  de  Vita  ApoUonii  Tyaneii  lib.  ▼lii.  pag.  393. 

x  Euripides,  who,  we  learn  from  Aul.  Gelluis  lib.  xv.  cap.  10, 
pag.  418.  was  reported  to  have  wrote  many  of  his  tragedies  in  an  old 
melancholy  cave.  He  was  generally  diftinguifhed  by  the  epithet  of 
WiHr- 
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IX. 

With  patriot  ardor  I  behold 

The  y  mirthful  mufe  for  freedom  bold; 

Tho’  chalk,  fevere  ;  tho’  poignant,  fweet ; 

For  long  uncertain  where  to  reft. 

At  length  upon  the  poet’s  bread; 

The  fportive  Graces  fix’d  their  gay  retreat. 

With  Ampler  ftrains  the  z  Doric  mufes  charm. 

And  oft  to  nobler  themes  of  heavenly  praife 
As  Lybia’s  *  poet  hymns  his  folemn  lays. 

The  wanton  Tei'an  b  loves  each  chafter  thought  difarm. 

X. 

Thus  may  thy  languid  charms  difpenfe 
Their  blefiings  o’er  my  raviih’d  fenfe 
By  thee  to  Attic  worlds  convey’d. 

Thus  if  at  Juno’s  c  fond  requefl: 

Thou  e’er  on  Ida’s  top  oppreft 
Th’  Almighty  Thunderer  with  thy  d ewy  lhade. 

To  foothe  one  mortal  thy  fond  care  employ  ! 

And,  Morpheus,  thus  may  thy  mild  Lethean  powers. 

For  ever  hovering  round  my  midnight  hours. 

Thro’  Fancy’s  mirror  wrap  me  in  ideal  joy. 

y  Ariftophanes,  who  is  efteemed  to  have  been  of  fingukr  fervice  to 
the  commonwealth,  by  reprefeating  to  his  fellow-citizens  the  perni¬ 
cious  defigns  of  their  leading  men. 
z  Theocritus. 

*  Callimachus, 
b  Anacreon. 

c  Alluding  to  a  paflage  in  Homer.  Iliad  £  V.  133, 

1  + 
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ODE  ON  BEAUTY. 


To  ****** 


BY  THE  SAME. 


I. 


N  D  wilt  thou,  Romeo,  ft'ill  maintain 


ii  That  Beauty  holds  a  boundlefs  reign,: 

Soft  power,  by  all  confeft! 

See’ft  thou  the  coward  and  the  brave. 

The  free-born  Briton  and  the  Rave, 

With  equal  rapture  bleft? 


II. 


The  gods  indulgent  to  mankind 
The  tendered:  paffions  of  the  mind 
With  frugal  hands  difpenfe : 

For  faithlefs  I  can  ne’er  believe. 
That  rude  untutor’d  hearts  perceive 
The  finer  joys  of  fenfe. 


III. 


Mark  but  the  ruthlefs  Indian’s  foul. 
Which  no  ingenuous  thoughts  controul. 
Where  Pity  never  dwelt : 

By  Beauty,  Fancy’s  loveliefi:  child. 

Mid  lorn  Savannahs  wafle  and  wild. 
With  human  feelings  melt ! 


IV.  Behold 
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IV. 

Behold  the  powerful  charm  afluage 
The  hoary  lion’s  lawlefs" rage: 

He  owns  the  wanton  fire; 

And  lordly  roaming  o’er  the  plain 
Singles  the  faireft  of  his  train 
To  feed  the  loofe  defire! 

V.  • 

But  would’ft  thou  feel  a  purer  flame 
Than  ev’n  the  warmefl:  wifh  can  frame. 
By  much  too  fine  to  cloy ; 

Far,  far  beyond  that  aking  breaft. 
With  which  the  village-hind’s  oppreil. 
Who  idly  terms  it  joy? 

VI; 

Has  heaven  indulgent  to  thy  make 
Form’d  thee  to  every  fenfe  awake. 
Blithe  hope,  or  frantic  fear  ? 

Can  human  miferies  Heal  a  figb. 

Or  from  thy  foft  confenting  eye 
Can  pity  draw  the  tear? 

VII. 

Canfl:  thou  with  wild  Othello  glow 
In  all  his  maddening  jealous  woe. 

By  Love’s  dark  doubts  diftreft? 
With  treacherous  Jaffier  doft  thou  feel 
Th’  impending  tortures  of  the  wheel. 
That  wound  his  guilty  breaft  ? 


VIII.  TeH 
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VIII. 

Tell  me,  xan  Pindar’s  lofty  ftrain. 
Luxuriant  Fancy’s  fruitful  vein. 

The  noblelt  thoughts  infufe? 

Say,  do  you  tafle  his  generous  fire. 

Or  canft  thou  feelingly  expire 
To  Sappho’s  plaintive  mufe? 

IX. 

See’ ft  thou  the  warmth,  the  grace  divine, 
That  breathes  thro’  mild  Correggio’s  line, 
By  heaven’s  peculiar  care: 

Does  Guido  wrap  thee  in  delight? 

Can  Titian’s  colours  charm  thy  fight? 

Or  Julio’s  godlike  air? 

X. 

Say,  does  thy  heart  with  rapture  fpring. 
When  Handel  flrikes  the  magic  firing. 
With  tranfport  do  you  hear  ? 

Or  doll  thou  languifh  into  pain 
When  foft  Corelli’s  tender  flrain 
Subdues  the  ravifh’d  ear  ? 

XL 

Canft  thou  with  Freedom’s  fons  rejoice 
To  hear  th’  Athenian  d  patriot’s  voice 
’Mid  tyrants  undifmay’d; 

But  fails  his  bolder  fire — -O  fay. 

Can  Tully  charm  each  fenfe  away. 

And  baffle  reafon’s  aid? 

*  Dcmoflhenes. 
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XII. 

Canft  thou  with  pity  mov’d  bewail 
The  fimple  Emma’s  haplefs  tale 
And  fond  believing  heart  ? 

Or  fay,  does  Eloifa’s  line, 

Where  learning,  tafte,  and  love  combine, 
A  nobler  flame  impart? 

XIII. 

The  Mufe  in  mild  melodious  lays 
Inltruction’s  awful  voice  conveys. 

And  each  wild  wifli  difarms : 

While  picture's  arts  alone  can  trace 
Each  foften’d  line,  each  fecret  grace, 

And  add  to  Beauty’s  charms. 

XIV. 

Should  Hope  her  lenient  aid  refufe, 

Tho’  each  difaflerous  day  renews 
One  fadden’d  feene  of  woe, 

From  pleaflng  fymphony  of  found. 

When  melting  notes  diiTolve  around, 
Unnumber’d  raptures  flow. 

XV. 

Mufic  her  filter  arts  may  aid. 

And  Poetry  o’er  light  and  lhade 
Refleft  her  mutual  fire; 

Meek  fuppliants  all  at  Beauty’s  Ihria® 

In  one  united  there  fhall  join 
The  Pencil,  Mule,  and  Lyre, 
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ODE  TO  TASTE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

SAY,  Goddefs,  wilt  thou  never  fmile 
Indulgent  on  Britannia’s  ifle! 

Hither  thy  gentle  footfteps  bend. 

On  Albion’s  fea-girt  cliffs  defcend ; 

O  come,  and  with  thy  genial  ray 
Chafe  every  gloomy  cloud  away: 

No  more  Iliall  Ignorance  prefide. 

Or  Gothic  Rage  in  triumph  ride. 

Let  Judgment,  thy  unfhaken  friend. 

With  pcliih’d  Elegance  attend: 
Simplicity,  meek  rural  queen, 

With  downcaH  looks  and  model!  mien. 

In  loofely-flowing  neat  attire. 

Shall  charm  thee  with  her  ruliic  lyre. 

To  that  in  her  enchanting  court 
The  frolic  Graces  ever  fporc, 

And  guarded  by  their  watchful  aid. 

The  finer  Arts  fliall  never  fade. 

Bled  power !  whofe  charms  alone  difpenfe 
A  keener  rapture  to  each  fenfe  : 

6 


If 
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If  Melody  enchant  my  breaft. 

Or  foothe  my  foften’d  foul  to  reft: 

By  thee  may  every  drain  be  crown’d, 

May’ft  thou  ftill  harmonize  each  found. 

If  blooming  colours  feem  to  live. 

May  you  frelh  life  and  vigour  give; 

May  you  reftrain  each  poet’s  rage. 

Or  animate  his  purer  page. 

Do’ft  thou  his  favage  wrath  appeafe, 

Ev’n  Terror’s  giant-form  can  pleafe; 

’Mid  Ihadowy  (hapes  in  dead  of  night. 

That  Ihoot  acrofs  my  dazzled  fight ; 

’Mid  fpeftres  of  enormous  fize, 

’Mid  ghofts  that  from  their  charnels  rile, 
’Mid  fhrouded  friends  who  folemn  ftalk. 

And  haunt  me  in  my  midnight  walk; 

While  wild -winds  bluftering  round  my  head, 
Infpire  me  with  poetic  dread  ; 

Thro’  clofing  fhades  o’er  valleys  green, 
May’ft  thou  ftill  folemnize  the  fcene; 

And  as  the  ftorms  innoxious  roll. 

Pour  thy  lov’d  horrors  o’er  my  foul. 

Yet  not  alone  Britannia’s  ftiore 
Thy  fatal  abfence  (hall  deplore. 

See  old  Achaia’s  genius  mourn. 

His  bofom  bare,  his  garments  torn; 

See  his  generous  patriot  breaft 
$y  all  his  country’s  wrongs  oppreft. 


See 
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Sec  him  with  haughty  fix’d  difdain 
Lament  his  daitard  fons  in  vain! 

To  fairer  happier  climes  belong 
The  painter’s  tints,  the  poet’s  fong. 

Lo!  confcious  of  approaching  night: 

Where  Pjfture  wings  her  defin’d  flight. 

Behold  dejedlcd  Sculpture  Hand 
Prepar’d  to  leave  our  defart  land. 

Yet,  Goddcfs,  yet  thy  fecret  fire 
With  wondering  rapture  we  admire. 

By  thee  ’mid  rugged  rocks  we  find 
Each  fpeaking  paffion  of  the  mind. 

With  awful  horror  we  behold 

Th’  immenfe  Alcides’  monftrous  mould} 

While  Venus,  queen  of  foft  defires, 

Each  tender  gentler  thought  inspires  e. 

O  Alexander,  not  alone 

The  .warrior’s  fkiP  to  thee  was  known. 

Fair  Science,  heaven -cLefcended  maid, 

Confefies  thy  propitious  aid: 

To  thee  the  grateful  Arts  fh  all  raife 
Eternal  monuments  of  praife. 

Behold  with  thee  they  die  away. 

To  Roman  ignorance  a  prey 

And 

e  The  Hercules  of  the  Farnefc  and  the  Venus  de  Medicis. 
f  In  llie  year  of  .Rome  j8j,  the  Romans,  under  the  cenduft  of 
Paulns  JEmilius,  in.  the  fecond  Macedonian  war,  entirely  fubdued 

Greece, 
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And  lo !  again  in  conquering  Rome 
With  all  their  ufual  vigour  bloom ; 

Again  they  feel  the  fatal  blow, 

And  fink  beneath  the  Vandal  foe  s. 

Once  more  the  Arts  began  to  fpread; 

Once  more  gay  Science  rear’d  her  head : 

Alas!  in  vain  (he  drove  t’  afluage 
The  enthufiaft  zealot’s  bigot  rageh. 

Wilt  thou,  O  Tafte,  again  appear, 

Prote&refs  of  each  circling  year! 

Wilt  thou  in  all  thy  wonted  prime 
Review  this  loft  unhallow’d  clime; 

Or  where  far  diftant  regions  lie, 

’Mid  dreary  defarts  bloom  and  die! 

Say,  (hall  the  ftern  Olympian  god 
No  more  in  living  marble  nod! 

Shall  never  Raphael  charm  the  heart. 

Shall  never  Nature  yield  to  Art, 

Shall  never  Maro’s  beauties  (hine, 

Except  in  Armftrong’s  claftic  line ! 

Greece,  and  led  Perfius  king  of  Macedon  in  triumph.  It  was  not  till 
after  thi,a  victory  that  the  Romans  had  any  tafte  for  the  fine  arts. 

Cr.ccia  capta  ferum  viBore/n  ccpit,  &  artes 
Inttilit  nprejli  Lallo,  &c. 

Horace  Epift.  I.  Lib.  ii. 

E  In  the  eighteenth,  year  of  Honorius,  in  the  confulfhip  of  Verannes 
and  Tertiiltus,  Rome  was  befieged  and  taken  by  the  Barbarians,  under 
the  conduct  or  Gcdegifil,  king  of  the  Vandals. 

h  Pope  Gregory,  who  ordered  all  the  ancient  ftatues  and  paintings  to 
k*  ckftroycd,  that  there  might  be  no  remains  of  Heathenifm. 
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And  does  no  Leo  now  remain, 

Who  yet  {hall  chear  thy  drooping  train! 

There  arc,  who  {till  thy  aid  implore. 

Who  {till  thy  fovereign  power  adore. 

Thy  relifts  with  religious  fear 
Fond  Italy  (hall  yet  revere. 

Sweet  power,  in  fimple  pomp  array’d 
Be  all  thy  native  charms  difplay’d. 

Again  reviving  Sculpture  breathes; 

Fair  Science  trims  her  blafted  wreaths; 

With  fuppliant  willing  hand  to  thee 
The  pencil  Pifture  {hall  decree: 

With  one  confent  the  Mufe’s' choir 
To  thee  {hall  dedicate  the  Lyre. 

Come,  Goddefs,  feaft  my  longing  light. 

Let  me  direft  thy  pleafing  flight : 

Whate’er  voluptuous  {laves  could  boaft 
On  fair  Phseacia’s  funny  coafi:, 

Whate’er  the  poet’s  fancy  taught, 

Or  imag’d  to  his  wanton  thought 1 ; 

For  thee  a  happier  fate  remains ; 

Vou  {till  {hall  view  more  blifsful  plains. 

Where  the  foft  guardian  of  thy  charms 
Expects  thee  to  his  longing  arms: 

He  {hall  with  fixt  attention  gaze. 

Shall  crown  thee  with  immortal  bays, 

i  See  Homer’s  defctiption  of  the  gardens  of  Alcinous,  OdylT.  vii. 
V.  in. 
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With  lenient  hand  thy  cares  alfuage, 

Protedl  thee  from  Time’s  lawlefs  rage. 

The  taunt  of  fcorn,  the  dark  revile. 

The  languid,  faint-approving  fmile, 

The  noife  of  Mirth,  the  plaintive  figh. 

And  fimpering  Folly’s  heedlefs  eye. 

Would’ft  thou  with  Innocence  refide. 

Behold  the  temple’s  moaell  pride  k  ; 

Or  in  the  darkfome  cavern’d  cell 
With  folitary  hermits  dwell ; 

Would’ft  thou  with  faint  defponding  air 
To  melancholy  vaults  repair. 

With  aching,  ficken’d,  cold  review. 

Bid  every  forrow  ftream  anew : 

Here  may’ll  thou  weep  thy  favourite  Rome, 
Sad-lighing  o’er  each  martyr’s  tornb  1  : 

Meek  Pity,  Attic  maid,  lhall  join 
Her  tender  focial  tears  with  thine, 

O’er  every  urn  frelh  laurels  ftrow, 

And  fondly  emulate  thy  woe. 

*  The  Temple  of  Innocence  and  Hermit’s  Cell  in  the  gardens  at 
Goodwood. 

I  The  Catacombs  at  Goodwood.  Thofe  in  the  Via  Appia  near 
Rome  are  generally  fuppofed  to  be  caves,  where  the  primitive  chriltians 
conceded  themfelves  from  their  perfecutors,  and  interred  thofe  who 
were  martyrs  for  their  religion .  Mr.  Wright,  in  his  Travels  through 
Italy,  vol.  i.  pag.  357.  acquaints  us,  that  at  the  mouth  of  fome  of  the 
niches  were  to  be  fcen  fmall  vials  like  lachrymatories  tinged  with  red, 
which  they  efteemed  an  indication  that  the  bodies  o£  martyrs  were  de- 
poftted  there. 

VOL.  I. 
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Or  would*  ft  thorn  newer  ra  worlds  furvey. 

Where  Darknefs  holds  her  barren-  fway,- 
Where  ne’er  the  Mufe’s  chaplet  blew. 

Where  Learning’s  laurel  never  grew ; 

Where  Nature  to  our  wondering  eyes 
Each  falutary  herb  fupplies: 

Where  flowers  their  fragrant  fweets  diffufe. 

Where  trees  diftil  their  kindly  dews ; 

And  bleft  with  every  power  to  heal. 

Soft  flumbers  o’er  the  fenfes  fteal. 

In  fuch  enchanting,  artlefs  feenes, 

’Mid  bowery  mazes,  fprcadihg  greens. 

Sooth’d  by  the  breezy  weftern  gale. 

In  feented  grove,  or  rocky  dale. 

Or  wandering  from  the  ruflet  cot. 

To  feek  the  deep  embofom’d  grot. 

Beneath  the  orange  lhade  inclos’d. 

Or  in  the  myrtle  bower  repos’d, 

Or  where  the  flaunting  flowers  have  wove 
With  mingled  fweets  the  high  alcove. 

Each  Indian  wooes  his  favourite  mate; 

What  Nature  di&ates  they  relate: 

No  youths  by  love’s  cold  arts  are  won; 

Nor  maids  by  eafy  faith  undone; 

With  eye  up-rais’d  the  Ample  fwain 
Dreads  not  the  tortures  of  difdain, 

f 

m  Alluding  to  the  American  wood  at  Goodwood.  America  is,  from 

O 

the  late  difeovery  of  it,  called  the  New  World. 
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But,  kneeling  at  his  fair  one’s  feet. 
Breathes  vows  unconfcious  of  deceit : 
Each  pleafing  found  lhe  fighs  to  hear 
Repeated  on  her  longing  ear ; 

Amaz’d,  nor  anxious  to  controul 
The  mutual  wifhes  of  her  foul, 

Attefts  each  unknown  power  above. 

As  witnefs  of  her  fpotlefs  love; 

Yet  rack’d  by  fond  didrudful  fears 
Pours  out  her  aching  heart  in  tears. 

And  tells  to  her  admiring  youth 
Sweet  tales  of  innopence  and  truth. 

fancy  fuch  raptures  lhall  fugged. 

Lov’d  inmate  of  thy  ravifh’d  bread;; 

Shall  point  where  wanton  zephyrs  dray. 
And  o’er  th’  unruffled  ocean  play  n. 

Or  fnatch  thee  to  fome  wave-worn  Ihore, 
Where  fierce  Atlantic  furges  roar : 

Where  Plata  with  refidlefs  force 
Thro’  deferts  rolls  his  rapid  courfe, 

Or  where  Maranan  proudly  laves 
Wade  regions  with  his  circling  waves: 
Where  boundlefs  Oroonoko  fills 
His  channels  from  a  thoufand  hills. 

And  with  regardlefs  rage  dedroys ; 

While  twenty  mouths  with  hideous  noife. 


ft  America  is  bounded  on  the  weft  by  the  Pacific  Ocean,  and  on  the 
Caft  by  the  Atlantic, 


K  ? 
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From  fome  immenfe  Peruvian  fleep. 

Spout  his  vex’d  billows  to  the  deep. 

Thus  while  you  view  the  tyrant  flood. 

Wild  dread  fhall  chill  thy  loitering  blood;. 
And  frighted  Fancy,  felf- amaz’d. 

Start  at  the  phantom  fire  had  rais’d. 

Should  Nature’s  fimple  beauties  fail. 

And  Art’s  gay  flrudtures  more  prevail. 

Here  too  the  polifh’d  dome  is  plac’d. 

With  each  Vitruvian  beauty  grac’d  : 

Or  would!!  thou  at  the  early  dawn 
Tranfport  thee  to  the  dew-clad  lawn; 

Or  from  the  mid-day  fervor  rove 
Beneath  the  filent  plantane  grove: 

Or  with  the  fairy  elves  be  feen 
In  dances  on  the  level  green : 

Should  baleful  War,  ’mid  loud  alarms, 

’Mid  vanquifh’d  foes,  and  conquering  arms, 
’Mid  hofls  o’erthrown,  and  myriads  flain. 
On  Britain  fix  his  iron  reign  ; 

Should  Jove’s  fair  daughter,  oliv’d  Peace, 
Bid  the  wild  battle’s  tumult  ceafe; 

In  polifh’d  eafe  you  ifill  fhall  lhare 
Thy  kind  prote&or’s  foflering  care; 

His  faithful  love  fhall  flill  appear, 

His  friendly  aid  fhall  flill  be  near. 

His  conllant,  his  unweary’d  power 
Shall  lull  thee  in  the  balmy  bower  : 
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Shall  watch  thee  o’er  the  dewy  glade. 
And  guard  thee  from  the  midnight  fhade. 

Thou  too  fhalt  all  his  toils  repay. 
Slow-lingering  here  with  fond  delay; 
Here  lhalt  thou  choofe  thy  favourite  feat. 
Here  fix  thy  1  aft,  thy  bleft  retreat ; 

Each  old  Athenian  bloom  regain. 

And  here  in  Attic  fplendor  reign. 


E 
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TO  THE 


Right  Honourable  the  Lady  *  *  * 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER.  $ON. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHILE  you  ’mid  fpring’s  gay  months  deplore. 
Till  leftening  Grief’s  exhaufted  ftore. 

By  Time  fubfiding  fail ; 

The  Mufe,  Affliction's  conftant  friend. 

With  focial  woe  fliall  ftill  attend. 

If  aught  her  aid  avail. 
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#Tis  hers  in  life’s  moll  ruffled  fcene 
To  fmooth  Misfortune’s  angry  mien. 

And  watch  each  rifing  figh  : 

’Tis  hers  to  bid  the  Guilty  fear, 

To  wipe  the  virtuous  ftarting  tear 
That  fwells  in  Sorrow’s  eye. 

sMid  fimple  Scythian’s  dreary  land 
Her  gentle,  fweet,  afluafive  hand 
Could  give  fad  Ovid  reft; 

She  ftill  in  mournful  numbers  pleas’d. 

With  her  the  haplefs  exile  eas’d 
His  fadly  plaintive  breaft. 

For  thee  Ihe  ftill  lhall  feek  the  plain. 

Where  Severn  leads  his  dufky  train. 

Or  Wey’s  fmooth  waters  roll ; 

Her  power  could  blunt  Affli&ion’s  dart. 

And  fondly  footh  the  keener  fmart 
Of  Sappho’s  love-lick  foul. 

On  you  propitious  Ihe  bellows 
A  mind  too  chafte  'for  Sappho’s  woes, 

Unftain’d  by  wild  delire; 

She  Sappho’s  charms  in  you  fupplies, 

To  me  the  partial  power  denies 
The  Lelbian’s  purer  fire. 

Did 
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Dad  "bounteous  heaven,  profufely  -kind. 
To  frame  the  favourite  infant  mind 
Its  fondeft  care  employ ; 

How  idle  yet  the  hopes  you  raife 
In  planning  of  bis  future  days. 

How  vain  each  fancy’d  joy! 

Had  Fate  prolong’d  th’  uncertain  flame. 
Nor  from  the  weak  enfeebled  frame 
Had  life’s  fleet  vifion  paft ; 

Who  knows  but  angry  heaven  had  Hill 
With  every  baleful  bitter  ill 
Each  future  day  o’ercaft  1 

Since  awful  Prudence  ne’er  appears. 

Till  calmer  thoughts  and  milder  years 
Each  lawlefs  wifh  afluage ; 

A  fruit  unknown  to  fummer’s  heat. 
That  buds  alone  in  life’s  retreat. 

And  only  blooms  in  age. 

’Mid  Solitude’s  fequefter’d  joy 
May  no  rude  cares  thy  peace  deflroy 
By  fure  Remembrance  brought : 

Nor  e’er  from  Grief’s  abundant  fource 
May  dark  Reflexion’s  fecret  force 
Recall  one  aching  thought. 

X4 
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Oft  as  to  each  regardlefs  wind 
With  fimple  notes  the  village-hind 
Attunes  his  love-lorn  reed, 

When  Night  her  dewy  curtain  fpreads. 

And  Cynthia  filvcr  glimmerings  Iheds 
O’er  thicket,  vale,  and  mead. 

Thou  too,  beneath  the  moon’s  pale  gleams. 
Shall  haunt  thofe  glades,  where  fairy  dreams 
To  Sorrow’s  foftnefs  flow; 

Where  Love  and  Grief  alone  have  trod. 
Where  bending  willows  feem  to  nod 
With  fympathetic  woe. 

Wan  Melancholy  ’mid  the  ftorm 
Shall  rear  her  meek  dejedfed  form, 

In  fable  veA  array’d  ; 

While  fullen  Silence  reigns  around. 

Her  voice  in  flow  and  folemn  found 
Shall  whifper  thro’  the  lhade  : 

i%  Stranger,  draw  near: - To  Sorrow  true 

“  With  me  thefe  lonefome  walks  review,  . 

“  Where  Horror’s  charms  invite; 

“  Daughter  of  Joy  ! — I  know  thy  air  ! 
Retradt  thy  hurry’d  fteps ! — nor  dare 
Profane  each  hallow’d  rite ! 


«  Tq 
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*c  To  mix  with  Mirth’s  mad  train  be  thine: 

“  The  difmal  drearier  tafk  be  mine 
“  ’Mid  thefe  lorn  fcenes  to  weep ! 

“  My  days  in  thefe  ftill  bowers  immur’d, 

“  By  no  falfe  flattering  hopes  allur’d, 

“  Shall  one  fad  tenor  keep. 

“  Let  Grief  no  more  thy  youth  confume, 

“  Nor  fighing  o’er  the  filent  tomb 
“  Thy  piteous  murmurs  breathe. 

“  Rejedl  the  gloomy  cyprefs  bough, 

“  Each  airy  form  to  grace  thy  brow 
“  Shall  twine  the  feftive  wreath. 

“  The  Infant  Shade,  where-e’er  you  rove. 
Shall  faithful  to  that  facred  grove 
“  With  fure  return  appear; 

“  Nor  e’er  his  filial  love  fhall  ceafe, 

He  ftill  with  foothing  founds  of  peaee 
“  Shall  charm  thy  liftening  ear, 

tc  At  morn,  when  deep  fepulcral  caves, 

“  When  opening  vaults,  and  yawning  graves 
“  Their  wandering  dead  recall; 

He  ne’er  fhall  quit  that  fainted  place 
“  Till  lingering  in  thy  fond  embrace 
“  The  fhadowy  tear  fhall  fall. 


*e  May’ft 
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ei  May ’ft  thou,  ’mid  Pleafure’s  ions  rejoice, 
“  Each  Mufe  lhall  with  according  voice 
**  Confirm  the  pleafing  tale.” 

This  faid - -the  melting  Maid  of  Woe 

Shall  .  tf?— and  o’er  her  charms  i'hall  throw 
The  thin  tranflucent  veil. 

The  time  lhall  come,  when  Fancy’s  power 
To  each  llow-forrowing  penfive  hour 
Shall  gladly  bring  relief ; 

When  every  care  lhall  die  away, 

And  wakeful  Memory’s  gentler  fway 
Diflolve  the  reign  of  Grief. 

Thus,  by  the  painter’s  juft  defign. 

From  each  judicious  happy  line 
The  colours  bloom  or  fade; 

Elude  the  nice  obferver’s  fight, 

By  loft  gradations  dawn  to  light, 

Or  languid!  into  lhade. 


SLANDER 
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SLANDER:  OR,  THE  WITCH  OF  WOKEY0. 


IN  aunciente  days  tradition  fhows, 

A  forry  wicked  elf  arofe, 

The  witch  of  Wokey  hight  p. 

Oft  have  I  heard  the  fearful  tale. 

From  Sue  and  Roger  of  the  vale. 

Told  out  in  winter  night. 

Deep  in  the  dreary  difmal  cell 
Which  feem’d,  and  was  y-cleped  hell. 

This  blue-eye’d  hag  was  fty’d ; 

Nine  wicked  elves  have  legends  fayne 
By  night  Ihe  chofe  her  guardian  train. 

All  kennell’d  clofe  her  fide. 

®  Wokey-hole  is  a  noted  cavern  in  Somerfetfhire,  which  has  given 
birth  to  as  many  wild  fanciful  dories  as  the  Sybils  cave  in  Italy. 
Through  a  very  narrow  entrance,  it  opens  into  a  large  vault,  the  roof 
whereof,  either  on  account  of  its  height,  or  the  thicknefs  of  the  gloom, 
cannot  be  difcovcred  by  the  light  of  torches.  It  goes  winding  a  great 
way  underground,  is  croft  by  a  ftream  of  very  cold  water,  and  is  all 
horrid  with  broken  pieces  of  rock  :  many  of  thefe  are  evident  petrifac¬ 
tions  ;  which  on  account  of  their  lingular  forms,  have  given  rife  to  the 
fables  alluded  to  in  this  poem. 

P  A  petrifaction  in  the  cavern  of  Wokey  fo  called. 
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Here  fcreeching  owls  oft  made  their  neft. 
While  wolves  its  craggy  fides  pofleft. 

Night  howling  through  the  rocks ; 

No  wholefome  herb  cou’d  here  be  found. 

She  blafted  every  plant  around. 

And  blifter’d  o’er  the  flocks. 

Her  haggard  face  fo  foul  to  fee, 

Her  mouth  unmeet  a  mouth  to  be. 

With  eyne  of  deadly  leer; 

She  nought  devis’d  but  neighbours  ill. 

On  all  {he  wreak’d  her  wayward  will, 

And  marr’d  all  goodly  cheer. 

All  in  her  prime,  have  poets  funge. 

No  gaudy  youth,  gallante  and  younge 
Ere  bleft  her  longing  arms ; 

Hence  rofe  her  fell  defpight  to  vex. 

And  blaft  the  youth  of  either  fex, 

By  dint  of  helliflr  charms. 

From  Glafton  came  a  lerned  wight. 

Full  bent  to  marr  her  fell  defpight. 

And  well  he  did  I  ween; 

Save  hers,  flch  mifchief  ne’er  was  knowne. 
And  flnce  his  mickle  lerninge  {howne, 

Sich  mifchief  ne’er  has  beene. 


He 
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He  chauntede  out  his  godlie  booke, 

He  crofs’d  the  water,  blefte  the  brooke, 
Then — Pater-nofter  done, 

The  gaftly  hag  he  fprinkled  o’er. 

When  lo !  where  flood  the  hag  before. 
Now  flood  a  gaftly  ftone. 

Full  well  ’tis  knowne  adown  the  vale, 

Tho’  ftrange  may  feem  the  difmal  tale 
Eke  wondrous  may  appear; 

I’m  bold  to  fay,  there’s  never  one 
That  has  not  feen  the  witch  in  Hone, 

With  all  her  houfehold  gear. 

But  tho’  this  lernede  clerke  did  well. 
With  grieved  heart,  alas  I  tell. 

She  left  this  curfe  behind  ; 

“  My  fex  fhall  be  forfaken  quite,” 

“  Tho’  fenfe  and  beauty  both  unite,” 

“  Nor  find  a  man  that’s  kinde.” 

Now  lo  e’en  as  this  fiend  did  fay, 

The  fex  have  found  it  to  this  day, 

That  men  are  wondrous  fcante  ; 

Here’s  beauty,  wit,  and  fenfe  combin’d. 
With  all  that’s  good,  and  virtuous  join’d, 
Yet  fcarce  there’s  one  gallante. 


Shall 
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Shall  fuch  fail-  nymphs  thus  daily  moan  \ 
They  might  I  trow  as  well  be  llone, 

As  thus  forfaken  dwell ; 

Since  Glafton  now  can  boalt  no  clerks 
From  Oxenford  come  down,  ye  fparks. 
And  help  revoke  the  fpell. 

Yet  Hay — nor  thus  defpond,  ye  fair. 
Virtue’s  the  gods  peculiar  care, 

Then  mark  their  kindly  voice ; 

“  Yourfex  fhall  foon  be  bleit  again*” 

“  We  only  wait  to  find  fich  men” 

“  As  bell  deferve  fich  choice.” 


THE  IGNORANCE  OF  MAN. 


BY  JAMES  MERRICK,  M.  A. 

BEHOLD  yon  new-born  infant,  griev’d 
With  hunger,  thirft,  and  pain; 

That  alks  to  have  the  wants  reliev’d. 

It  knows  not  to  explain. 

Aloud  the  fpeechlefs  fuppliant  cries, 

And  utters,  as  it  can, 

The  woes  that  in  its  bofom  rife. 

And  fpeak  its  nature  Man. 
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That  infant,  whofe  advancing  hour 
Life’s  various  forrows  try, 

(Sad  proof  of  fin’s  tranfmiflive  power) 
That  infant,  Lord!  am  I. 

A  childhood  yet  my  thoughts  confefs, 
Tho’  long  in  years  mature ; 

Unknowing  whence  I  feel  diftrels. 

And  where,  or  what  its  cure. 

Author  of  good  !  to  thee  I  turn; 

Thy  ever  wakeful  eye 

Alone  can  all  my  wants  difcern. 

Thy  hand  alone  fupply. 

O  let  thy  fear  within  me  dwell. 

Thy  love  my  footfteps  guide ; 

That  love  lhall  vainer  loves  expel. 

That  fear  all  fears  befide. 

And  O !  by  error’s  force  fubdu’d. 

Since  oft  my  ftubborn  will, 

Prepofterous,  Hums  the  latent  good. 

And  grafps-  the  fpecious  ill ; 

Not  to  my  wilh,  but  to  my  want. 

Do  thou  thy  gifts  apply : 

Unafk’d,  what  good  thou  knoweft,  grant; 
What  ill,  tho’  alk’d,  deny. 


THE 
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THE  TRIALS  OF  VIRTUE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


P  Lac’d  on  the  verge  of  Youth,  my  mind 
Life’s  opening  fcene  furvey’d  : 

I  view’d  its  hills  of  various  kind. 

Afflicted  and  afraid. 

But  chief  my  fear  the  dangers  mov’d. 

That  Virtue’s  path  inclofe: 

My  heart  the  wife  purfuit  approv’d; 

But  O,  what  toils  oppofe  ! 

For  fee,  ah !  fee,  while  yet  her  ways 
With  doubtful  Hep  I  tread, 

A  hoftile  World  its  terrors  raife. 

Its  fnares  delulive  fpread. 

O !  how  lhall  I,  with  heart  prepar’d, 
Thofe  terrors  learn  to  meet? 

How  from  the  thoufand  fnares  to  guard 
My  unexperienc’d  feet  ? 


As 
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As  thus  I  mus’d,  oppreflive  Sleep 
Soft  o’er  my  temples  drew 
Oblivion’s  veil.  The  watry  Deep, 

An  objeft  ftrange  and  new. 

Before  me  rofe :  on  the  wide  fhore 
Obfervant  as  I  flood, 

The  gathering  ftorms  around  me  roar. 
And  heave  the  boiling  flood. 

Near  and  more  near  the  billows  rife ; 

Ev’n  now  my  fteps  they  lave; 

And  Death  to  my  affrighted  eyes 
Approach’d  in  every  wave. 

What  hope,  or  whither  to  retreat  ? 

Each  nerve  at  once  unftrung. 

Chill  Fear  had  fetter’d  fall  my  feet, 

And  chain’d  my  fpeechlefs  tongue, 

I  feel  my  heart  within  me  die ; 

When  fudden  to  mine  ear 
A  voice  defcending  from  on  high 
Reprov’d  my  erring  fear. 

“  What  tho’  the  fwelling  furge  thou  fee 
“  Impatient  to  devour  ? 

“  Reft,  Mortal,  reft  on  God’s  decree, 

“  And  thankful  own  his  power. 

Vol.  I.  L 
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“  Know,  when  he  bade  the  Deep  appear, 
“  Thus  far,  th’  Almignty  faia, 

“  Thus  far,  nor  farther,  rage ;  and  Here 
“  Let  thy  proud  waves  be  Hay’d. 

I  heard  :  and  lo!  at  once  controul’d. 

The  waves  in  wild  retreat 

Back  on  themfelves  reluflant  roll’d. 

And  murm’ring  left  my  feet. 

Deeps  to  affembling  Deeps  in  vain 
Once  more  the  fignal  gave  : 

The  Ihores  the  ruffling  weight  fuftain. 

And  check  th’  ufurping  wave. 

Convinc’d,  in  Nature’s  volume  wife 
The  imag’d  truth  I  read; 

And  fudien  from  my  waking  eyes 
Th’  inftfuftive  Vifion  fled. 

Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  Soul! 

Say  why,  diftruftful  ftill. 

Thy  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll 
O’er  fcenes  of  future  ill. 

Let  Faith  fupprefs  each  riflng  fear. 

Each  anxious  doubt  exclude : 

Thy  Maker’s  will  has  plac’d  thee  here, 

A  Maker  wife  and  good ! 
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He  to  thy  every  trial  knows 
Its  juft  reftraint  to  give. 

Attentive  tp  behold  thy  woes. 

And  faithful  to  relieve. 

I 

Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  Soul ! 

Say  why,  diftruftful  ftill, 

Thy  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll 
O’er  fcenes  of  future  ill. 

Tho’  griefs  unnumber’d  throng  thee  round. 
Still  in  thy  God  confide, 

Whofe  finger  marks  the  Seas  their  bound. 
And  curbs  the  headlong  Tide. 


V  E  R  S  E  S 


WRITTEN  ORIGINALLY  IN 

THE  PERSIC  LANGUAGE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

IF  mortal  hands  thy  peace  deftroy. 

Or  friendfhip’s  gifts  bellow, 

'Wilt  thou  to  Man  afcribe  thy  joy? 

To  Man  impute  thy  woe? 

L  2  ’Tis 
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’Tis  God,  whofe  thoughts  to  various  ends 
The  human  lot  difpofe. 

Around  thee  plant  affifting  friends. 

Or  heap  avenging  Foes. 

Not  from  the  Bow  the  deaths  proceed. 

But  from  the  Archer’s  (kill ; 

Who  lends  the  thirlly  lhaft  its  fpeed, 

And  gives  it  ftrength  to  kill. 


A  H  Y  M  N. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

PART  I. 

GO  D  of  my  health,  whofe  tender  care 
JFirft  gave  me  power  to  move. 

How  fhall  my  thankful  heart  declare 
The  wonders  of  thy  love  ? 

While  void  of  thought  and  fenfe  I  lay. 

Dull  of  my  parent  Earth, 

Thy  breath  inform’d  the  ileeping  clay, 

And  call’d  me  to  the  birth. 
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From  Thee  the  parts  their  falhion  took. 
E’er  life  was  yet  begun. 

And  in  the  volume  of  thy  Book 
Were  written  one  by  one. 

Thine  eye  beheld  in  open  view 
The  yet  unfinilh’d  plan  : 

The  portrait  lines  thy  pencil  drew, 
And  form’d  the  future  Man. 

O  njay  this  frame,  that  riling  grew 
Beneath  thy  plaftic  hands. 

Be  ftudious  ever  to  purfue 

Whate’er  thy  Will  commands ! 

The  Soul,  that  moves  this  earthly  load, 
Thy  femblance  let  it  bear. 

Nor  lofe  the  traces  of  the  God 
Who  llamp’d  his  image  there. 

PART  II. 

THOU,  who  within  this  earthly  Ihrine 
Hall  pour’d  thy  quick’ning  ray, 

O !  let  thine  influence  on  me  Ihine, 

And  purge  each  milt  away. 

With  curious  fearch  let  others  alk 
Thro’  Nature’s  depths  to  fee ; 

O  teach  my  foul  the  better  talk, 

To  know  itfelf  and  Thee  ! 

L3 
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Teach  me  to  know  how  weak  the  mind 
That  yields  to  erring  pride ; 

And  let  my  doubting  Reafon  find 
Thy  Word  its  fafeft  guide. 

Let  me  not,  loll  in  Learning’s  maze. 

Religion’s  flame  rcngn : 

For  what’s  the  worth  of  human  praife. 

Compar’d,  my  God,  to  Thine  h 

Keep  in  my  foul  the  flrong  delight, 

The  hopes  that  in  me  rife. 

While  Faith  prefents  before  my  fight 
The  blifs  that  never  dies. 

O  be  thofe  Hopes  my  only  boafi. 

That  Faith  my  whole  employ. 

Till  Faith  in  Knowledge  fhall  be  loft. 

And  Hope  in  fulleft  Joy  1 

PART  III. 

WHERE-E’ER  I  turn  my  wakeful  thought. 
Unnumber’d  foes  I  fee: 

Guide  of  my  youth,  forfake  me  not. 

But  lead  me  fafe  to  Thee. 

As  on  I  prefs,  Diftruft  and  Doubt 
Difluafive  fcep  between; 

While  Pleafures  tempt  me  from  without. 

And  Paflions  war  within. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  fix’d  on  Thee,  I  lofe  each  fear. 
Each  vain  afiault  I  brave : 

I  know  Thee,  Lord,  nor  flow  to  hear. 
Nor  impotent  to  fave. 

O  caft  my  errors  from  thy  fight. 

And  let  them  pafs  away. 

Unheeded,  as  a  watch  by  night. 

Or  as  a  cloud  by  day. 

So  while,  in  fecret  thought  arraign’d. 
O’er  my  paft  life  I  go. 

And  mark  how  oft  I  urg’d  thy  hand 
To  ftrike  th’  avenging  blow. 

So  oft  fhall  my  repeated  lays 
My  thankful  heart  declare. 

And  joy  to  celebrate  thy  praife, 
Whofe  Mercy  deign’d  to  fpare. 


L4  THE 
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THE  LORD’S  PRAYER 

PARAPHRASE  p. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FA  T  H  E  R  of  all !  whofe  feat  of  reft 
In  higheft  heaven  is  rear’d, 

Thy  name  by  every  tongue  be  bleft. 

By  every  heart  rever’d. 

Let  earth  to  thy  Mefliah’s  throne 
Its  juft  fubjedtion  yield  : 

Here,  as  in  heaven,  thy  will  be  known ; 

Here,  as  in  heaven,  fulfill’d. 

With  b^ead  fufficient  to  the  day 
Our  mortal  frame  fuppjy; 

And  feed  the  foul  that  moves  our  clay 
With  manna  from  on  high. 

While,  confcious  of  the  debt  we  owe. 

We  bow  the  humble  knee, 

That  mercy  we  to  others  fhew 
Defcend  on  us  from  Thee. 

'  ■"-*  Do 
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Do  Thou  our  erring  feet  fecure; 

O  Jead  us  far  from  ill ! 

And  keep  us  upright,  juft,  and  pure. 

In  att,  in  word,  and  will. 

Hear,  Lord  !  for  power  fupreme  is  thine. 

Thine,  glory,  worihip,  praife: 

Nor  Nature’s  bounds  thy  reign  confine. 

Nor  numbers  Time  thy  days. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  FRIEND  IN  TOWN. 

BY  MR.  DYER. 

HAVE  my  friends  in  the  town,  in  the  gay  bufy  town.. 
Forgot  fuch  a  man  as  John  Dyer  ? 

Or  heedlcfs  defpife  they,  or  pity  the  cjown 
Wliofe  bofom  no  pageantries  fire  ? 

No  matter,  no  matter — content  in  the  fhades— — 

(Contented  ? — why,  every  thing  charms  me) 

Fall  in  tunes  all  adown  the  green  fteep,  ye  cafcades. 

Till  hence  rigid  virtue  alarms  me. 

Till  outrage  arifes,  or  mifery  needs 
The  fwift,  the  intrepid  avenger; 

Till  facred  religion,  or  liberty  bleeds. 

Then  mine  be  the  deed,  and  the  danger.. 


Alas! 
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Alas',  what  a  folly,  .that  wealth  and  .domain, 

We  heap  up  In  fin  and  in  forrow ! 

Inxmenfe  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain! 

Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow  ? 

n . 

Then  glide  on  my  moments,  the  few  (hat  I  have, 
Sinooth-lhaded,  and  quiet  and  even; 

Wliile  gently  the  body  defcends  to  the  grave. 

And  the  fpirit  arifes  to  heaven. 


ODE  TO  MELANCHOLY. 


BY  MISS  CARTER. 

COME,  Melancholy!  filent  power. 
Companion  of  my  lonely  hoar. 
To  Ibber  thought  confin’d; 

Thou  fweetly  fad  ideal  gueft. 

In  all  thy  Ibo, thing  charms  con  fell. 
Indulge  my  penfive  mind. 

'  Ko  lo-nger  wildly  hurried  thro’ 

The  tides  of  mirth,  that  ebb  and  flow 
In  folly’s  noify  dream: 

1  from  the  bufy  crowd  retire. 

To  court  the  objects  that  infpire 
Thy  philofophic  dream. 


Thro’ 
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Thro’  yon  dark  grove  of  mournful  yews 
With  folitary  iteps  I  mufe, 

Ey  thy  direction  led  : 

Here,  cold  to  pleafure’s  tempting  forms, 
Confociate  with  my  filter-worms. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

Ye  midnight  horrors !  awful  gloom! 

Ye  filent  regions  of  the  tomb  ! 

My  future  peaceful  bed : 

Here  (hall  my  weary  eyes  be  clos’d. 

And  every  forrow  lie  repos’d 
In  death’s  refrefhing  (hade. 

Ye  pale  inhabitants  of  night. 

Before  my  intellectual  light 
In  folemn  pomp  afcend: 

O  tell  how  trifling  now  appears 
The  train  of  idle  hopes  and  fears 
That  varying  life  attend ! 

Ye  faithlefs  idols  of  our  fenfe. 

Here  own  how  vain  your  fond  pretence. 
Ye  empty  names  of  joy  ! 

Your  tranlient  forms  like  lhadovvs  pafs. 
Frail  offspring  of  the  magic  glafs, 
Before  the  mental  eye. 


The 
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The  dazzling  colours,  falfely  bright. 
Attract  the  gazing  vulgar  fight 
With  fuperficial  Hate: 

Thro’  Reafon’s  clearer  optics  view’d. 
How  ftript  of  all  it’s  pomp,  how  rude 
Appears  the  painted  cheat. 

Can  wild  Ambition’s  tyrant  power. 

Or  ill-got  Wealth’s  fuperfluous  llore. 
The  dread  of  death  controul  ? 

Can  Pleafure’s  more  bewitching  charms 
Avert  or  foothe  the  dire  alarms 
That  (hake  the  parting  foul? 

Religion!  e’er  the  hand  of  Fate 
Shall  make  Reflexion  plead  too  late. 

My  erring  fenfes  teach, 

Amidfl:  the  flattering  hopes  of  youth. 

To  meditate  the  folemn  truth, 

Thefe  awful  relics  preach. 

Thy  penetrating  beams  difperfe 
The  milt  of  error,  whence  our  fearj 
Derive  their  fatal  fpring: 

’Tis  thine  the  trembling  heart  to  warm. 
And  foften  to  an  angel  form 
The  pale  terrific  king. 


Whes 
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When  funk  by  guilt  in  fad  defpair. 
Repentance  breathes  her  humble  prayer. 
And  owns  thy  threatnings  juft: 

Thy  voice  the  fhuddering  fuppliant  cheats, 
With  Mercy  calms  her  torturing  fears. 

And  lifts  her  from  the  duft. 

Sublim’d  by  thee,  the  foul  afpires 
Beyond  the  range  of  low  defires. 

In  nobler  views  elate: 

Unmov’d  her  deftin’d  change  fnrveys. 

And,  arm’d  by  faith,  intrepid  pays 
The  univerfal  debt. 

In  Death’s  foft  {lumber  lull’d  to  reft. 

She  fteeps,  by  fmiling  vifions  bleft. 

That  gently  whifper  Peace : 

Till  the  laft  morn’s  fair  opening  ray 
Unfolds  the  bright  eternal  day 
Of  adtive  life  and  blifs. 


ODE 
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* 

O  I>  E. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WITH  reftlefs  agitations  tofs’d* 

And  low  immers’d  in  woes. 

When  fhall  my  wild  diftemper’d  thoughts 
Regain  their  loll  repofe  ? 

Beneath  the  deep  oppreffive  gloom 
My  languid  fpirits  fade: 

And  all  the  drooping  powers  of  life 
Decline  to  death’s  cold  lhade. 

O  Thou !  the  wretched’s  fure  retreat, 
Thefe  torturing  cares  controul. 

And  with  the  chearful  fmile  of  peace 
Revive  my  fainting  foul! 

Did  ever  thy  relenting  ear 
The  humble  plea  difdain  ? 

Or  when  did  plaintive  Mifery  ligh, 

Or  fupplicate  in  vain  ? 


Opprelb 
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Oppred  with  grief  and  lhame,  diifolv’d 
In  penitential  tears, 

Thy  goodnefs  calms  our  redlefs  doubts. 
And  didipates  our  fears. 

New  life,  from  thy  refrefhing  grace 
Our  finking  hearts  receive; 

Thy  gentle,  bell  lov’d  attribute 
To  pity  and  forgive. 

From  that  bled  fource  propitious  Hope 
Appears  ferencly  bright. 

And  lheds  her  loft  diliulive  beam 
O’er  Sorrow’s  difmal  night. 

Difpers’d  by  her  fuperior  force. 

The  fullen  lhades  retire. 

And  opening  gleams  of  new-born  joy 
The  confcious  foul  infpire. 

My  grjefs  confefs  her  vital  povrer,- 
And  blefs  the  friendly  ray : 

Fair  Phofphor  to  the  finding  morn 
Of  everlading  day. 


\\  HITT  E  N 
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WRITTEN  AT  MIDNIGHT  IN  A  THUN- 
DER  STORM. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

LET  coward  Guilt  with  pallid  Fear* 

To  fheltering  caverns  fly, 

And  juftly  dread  the  vengeful  Fate 
That  thunders  thro’  the  iky ; 

Protected  by  that  hand,  whofe  law 
The  threatening  ftorms  obey. 

Intrepid  Virtue  fmiles  fecure, 

As  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

In  the  thick  clouds  tremendous  gloom. 

The  lightnings  lurid  glare, 

It  views  the  fame  all-gracious  power 
That  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Thro’  Nature’s  ever-varying  fcene,. 

By  different  ways  purfued, 

The  one  eternal  end  of  heaven 
Is  univerfal  good. 


With 


(  i<5i  ) 

With  like  beneficent  eftedt 
O’er  flaming  Aither  glows, 

As  when  it  tunes  the  linnet’s  voice, 
Or  blufhes  in  the  rofe. 

■  ■  i  * 

By  Reafon  taught  to  fcorn  thofe  fears 
That  vulgar  minds  moleft; 

Let  no  fantaftic  terrors  break 
My  dear  Narcifla’s  reft. 

Thy  life  may  all  the  tendereft  care 
Of  Providence  defend ; 

And  delegated  angels  round 
Their  guardian  wings  extend. 

When,  thro’  creation’s  vaft  expanfe, 
The  laft  dread  thunders  roll, 

Untune  the  concord  of  the  fpheres. 
And  (hake  the  rifing  foul ; 

Unmov’d  may’ft  thou  the  final  ftcrm 
Of  jarring  worlds  Purvey, 

That  ufhers  in  the  glad  ferene 
Of  everlafting  day. 


VoL.  I. 


M 


T  O 
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T  O 


.BY  THE  SAME. 

HOW  fweet  the  calm  of  this  fequelter’a  Ihore, 

Where  ebbing  waters  mufically  roll : 

And  Solitude  and  filent  Eve  reftore 
The  philosophic  temper  of  the  foul. 

The  fighing  gale,  vvhofe  murmurs  lull  to  reft 
The  bufy  tumult  of  declining  day, 

To  fympathetic  quiet  foothes  the  breaft. 

And  every  wild  emotion  dies  away. 

Farewell  the  obje&s  of  diurnal  care. 

Your  talk  be  ended  with  the  fetting  fun: 

Let  all  be  undifturbhl  vacation  here. 

While  o’er  yon  wave  afcends  the  peaceful  Moon. 

What  beauteous  viftons  o’er  the  foften’d  heart, 

In  this  ftill  moment  all  their  charms  diffufe, 

Serener  joys  and  brighter  hopes  impart. 

And  chear  the  foul  with  more  than  mortal  views. 

Here, 
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Here  faithful  Memory  wakens  all  her  powers, 
She  bids  her  fair  ideal  forms  afcend, 

And  quick  to  every  gladden’d  thought  reftores 
The  focial  virtue,  and  the  abfent  friend. 

Come  ******* }  come,  and  with  me  fharc 
The  fober  pleafures  of  this  folemn  fcene, 

While  no  rude  temped:  clouds  the  ruffled  air, 
But  all,  like  thee,  is  fmiling  and  ferene. 

Come,  while  the  cool,  the  folitary  hours 
Each  foolifh  care,  and  giddy  wifh  controul, 

With  all  thy  foft  perfuafion’s  wonted  powers. 
Beyond  the  Bars  tranfport  my  liftening  foul. 

Oft,  when  on  earth  detain’d  by  empty  Brow, 
Thy  voice  has  taught  the  trifler  how  to  rife ; 

Taught  her  to  look  with  fcorn  on  things  below. 
And  feelc  her  better  portion  in  the  (kies. 

Come:  and  the  facred  eloquence  repeat: 

The  world  lhall  vanifh  at  its  gentle  found. 

Angelic  forms  (hall  vifit  this  retreat. 

And  opening  heaven  diffufe  its  glories  round. 


M  2 
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WRITTEN  EXTEMPORE  ON  THE  SEA 
SHORE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THOU  reftlefs  fluctuating  deep, 

Expreflive  of  the  human  mind. 

In  thy  for  ever  varying  form 
My  own  inconftant  felf  I  find. 

How  foft  now  flow  thy  peaceful  waves. 

In  juft  gradations  to  the  Ihore: 

While  on  thy  brow  unclouded  ftiines 
The  regent  of  the  midnight  hour. 

\ 

Bleft  emblem  of  that  equal  ftate. 

Which  I  this  moment  feel  within  : 

Where  thought  to  thought  fucceeding  rolls, 

And  all  is  placid  and  ferene. 

As  o’er  thy  fmoothly  flowing  tide, 

Their  light  the  trembling  moon-beams  dart. 

My  lov’d  Eudocia’s  image  fmiles, 

And  gaily  brightens  all  my  heart. 

But 
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But  ah!  this  flattering  fcene  of  peace 
By  neither  can  be  long  pofleft, 

When  Eurus  breaks  thy  tranflent  calm. 

And  rifing  forrows  fliake  my  breafl. 

Obfcur’d  thy  Cynthia’s  filver  ray 
When  clouds  oppoflng  intervene: 

And  every  joy  that  Friendfhip  gives 

Shall  fade  beneath  the  gloom  of  Spleen. 


TO  Mrs. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

WHERE  are  thofe  hours,  on  rofy  pinions  borne. 
Which  brought  to  every  guiltlefs  wifh  fuccefs  ? 
When  Pleafure  gladden’d  each  returning  morn. 

And  every  evening  clos’d  in  calms  of  peace. 

How  fmil’d  each  objeft,  when  by  Friendfhip  led. 

Thro’  flowery  paths  we  wander’d  unconfin’d: 

Enjoy’d  each  airy  hill,  or  folemn  fhade. 

And  left  the  buttling  empty  world  behind. 

M3 
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With  philofophic,  facial  fenfe  furvey’d 

The  noon-day  fky  in  brighter  colours  fhone  r 

And  fofter  o’er  the  dewy  Jandfcape  play’d 
The  peaceful  radiance  of  the  filent  moon. 

Thofe  hours  are  vani fil’d  with  the  changing  year. 

And  dark  December  clouds  the  fummer  fcene: 

Perhaps,  alas!  for  ever  yanilh’d  here, 

No  more  to  biefs  diftinguilh’d  life  again. 

Yet  not  like  thofe  by  thoughtlefs  Folly  drown’d, 

,  In  blank  Oblivion’s  fallen,  ftaghant  deep. 

Where,  never  more  to  pafs  their  fated  bound. 

The  ruins  of  neglefted  Being  deep. 

But  lading  traces  mark  the  happier  hours, 

Which  aftive  zeaj  in  life’s  great  talk  employs: 

Which  Science  from  the  wade  of  Time  fecures, 

Or  various  Fancy  gratefully  enjoys. 

O  full  be  ours  to  each  improvement  given, 

Which  Friendship  doubly  to  the  heart  endears  : 

Thofe  hours,  when  banilh’d  hence,  fnall  fly  to  heaven. 
And  claim  the  promife  of  eternal  years. 


T  O 


(  ^7  ) 


i*1!  iv|i  i%  i^i  #*%  i^i.  £%  g't  d^s  i“t  sr^ 

wW^Ww^ WvWw^™^^*F  w’-^^W^WwwW 


T  O 


OCCASIONED  BY 


AN  ODE  WRITTEN  BY  MRS.  PHILIPS. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

NARCISSA!  dill  thro’  every  varying  name, 

My  condant  care  and  bright  enlivening  theme. 
In  what  foft  language  lhall  the  Mufe  declare 
The  fond  extravagance  of  love  lincere  ? 

How  all  thofe  pleafing  fentiments  convey. 

That  charm  my  fancy,  when  I  think  on  thee  ? 

A  theme  like  this  Orinda’s  thoughts  infpir’d. 

Nor  lefs  by  Friendlhip,  than  by  Genius  fir’d. 

Then  let  her  happier,  more  perfuafive  art 
Explain  th’  agreeing  dictates  of  my  heart : 

Sweet  may  her  fame  to  late  remembrance  bloom. 
And  everlading  laurels  lhade  her  tomb, 

Whofe  fpotlefs  verfe  with  genuine  force  expred 
The  brighted  paflion  of  the  human  bread. 

In  what  bled  clime,  beneath  what  favouring  Ikies, 
Did  thy  fair  form,  propitious  Friendfhip,  rife? 

M  4 
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With  myltic  fenfe,  the  poet’s  tuneful  tongue 
r  Urania’s  birth  in  glittering  ft&ion  fung. 

That  Paphos  firil  her  fmiling  prefence  own’d. 

Which  wide  diffus’d  its  happy  influence  round. 

With  hands  united,  and  with  looks  fcrene, 
rI'h’  attending  graces  had’d  their  new-born  queen  ; 

The  zephyrs  round  her  wav’d  their  purple  wing. 

And  fhed  the  fragrance  of  the  breathing  fpring: 

The  rofy  hours,  advanc’d  in  fllent  flight. 

Led  fparkling  youth,  and  ever  new  delight. 

Soft  flgh  the  winds,  the  waters  gently  roll, 

A  purer  azure  veils  the  lucid  pole. 

All  nature  welcom’d  in  the  beauteous  train,  • 

And  heaven  and  earth  fmil’d  confcious  of  the  fcene. 

But  long  ere  Paphos  rofe,  or  poet  fung, 

In  heavenly  brcafts  the  facred  pafllon  fprung: 

The  fame  bright  flames  in  raptur’d  fetaphs  glow, 

As  warm  confentincr  temners  here  below: 

O  x 

While  one  attraction  Mortal,  Angel,  binds. 

Virtue,  which  forms  the  unifon  of  minds : 

Friend  (hip  her  loft  harmonious  touch  affords, 

And  gently  flrikes  the  fympathetic  chords, 

Th’  agreeing  notes  in  focial  meafures  roll. 

And  the  fweet  concert  flows  from  foul  to  foul. 

r  There  were  two  Vemifes  among  the  ancients ;  one  called  Pando 
mus,  to  whom  they  attributed  the  love  of  wild  diforderly  pleafures; 
the  ether  named  Urania,  the  patronefs  and  infpirer  of  FriendMp, 
Knowledge,  and  Virtue. 


By 
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By  heaven’s  enthufiaftlc  impulfe  taught. 

What  fhining  vifions  rofe  on  Plato’s  thought ! 

While  by  the  Mufes  gently  winding  flood  s. 

His  Parching  fancy  trac’d  the  fovereign  good! 

The  laureli’d  fillers  touch’d  the  vocal  lyre, 

And  wifdom’s  goddefs  led  their  tuneful  choir. 

Beneath  the  genial  Plantane’s  fpreading  lhade. 

How  fweet  the  philosophic  mufic  play’d  ! 

Thro’  all  the  grove,  along  the  flowery  Ihore, 

The  charming  founds  refponfive  echoes  bore. 

Here,  from  the  cares  of  vulgar  life  refined. 

Immortal  pleafures  open’d  on  his  mind: 

In  gay  fucceflion  to  his  ravilh’d  eyes 
The  animating  powers  of  Beauty  rife; 

On  every  obje£t  round,  above,  below, 

Quick  to  the  fight  her  vivid  colours  glow: 

Yet,  not  to  matter’s  lhadowy  forms  confin’d. 

The  fair  and  good  he  fought  remain’d  behind: 

Till  gradual  rifing  thro’  the  boundlefs  whole. 

He  view’d  the  blooming  graces  of  the  foul; 

Where,  to  the  beam  of  intelledtual  day, 

The  genuine  charms  of  moral  beauty  play : 

With  pleafing  force  the  llrcng  attraftions  move 
Each  finer  fenfe,  and  tune  it  into  love. 

s  Ilyfius,  a  river  near  Athens,  dedicated  to  the  Mules.  On  the 
banks  of  this  river,  under  a  plantane,  Plato  lays  the  fcenc  of  fome  of 
his  dialogues  on  love  and  beauty. 


A 
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A  NIGHT-PIECE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


WHILE  Night  in  folemn  lhade  invefts  the  pole. 
And  calm  Reflexion  foothes  the  penfive  foul; 
While  Reafon  undiflurb’d  aflerts  her  fway, 

And  Life’s  deceitful  colours  fade  away : 

To  thee!  all-confcious  prefence!  I  devote 
This  peaceful  interval  of  fober  thought. 

Here  all  my  better  faculties  confine. 

And  be  this  hour  of  facred  filcnce  thine. 

If  by  the  day’s  illufive  fcenes  milled. 

My  erring  foul  from  Virtue’s  path  has  Itray’d: 

Snar’d  by  example,  or  by  pafiion  warm’d, 

Some  falfe  delight  my  giddy  fenfe  has  charm’d, 

My  calmer  thoughts  the  wretched  choice  reprove. 
And  my  befc  hopes  are  center’d  in  thy  love. 

Depriv’d  of  this,  can  life  one  joy  alFord! 

Its  utmofl:  boaft  a  vain  unmeaning  word. 

But  ah!  how  oft  my  lawlefs  paffions  rove. 

And  break  thofe  awful  precepts  I  approve ! 

Purfue  the  fatal  impulfe  I  abhor, 

And  violate  the  Virtue  I  adore! 


Oft’ 
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Oft’  when  thy  better  fpirit’s  guardian  care 
Warm’d  my  fend  foul  to  (hun  the  tempting  fnare. 
My  dubborn  Wili  his  gentle  aid  repred, 

And  check’d  the  rifing  Gcodnefs  in  my  bread. 

Mad  with  vain  hopes,  or  urg’d  by  falfe  defires, 
Still’d  his  foft  voice,  and  quench’d  his  facred  fires. 

With  grief  oppred,  and  prodrate  in  the  dud, 
Shouldft  thou  condemn,  I  own  the  fentence  jud. 
But  oh!  thy  fofter  titles  let  me  claim. 

And  plead  my  caufe  by  Mercy’s  gentle  name. 
Mercy,  that  wipes  the  penitential  tear, 

And  didipates  the  horrors  of  Defpair  : 

From  rigorous  Judice  deals  the  vengeful  hour; 
Softens  the  dreadful  attribute  of  Power  ; 

Difarms  the  wrath  of  an  offended  God, 

And  feals  my  pardon  in  a  Saviour’s  blood. 

All-powerful  Grace,  exert  thy  gentle  fvvay, 

And  teach  my  rebel  pafiions  to  obey: 

Led  lurking  Folly  with  infidious  art 
Regain  my  volatile  incondant  heart. 

Shall  every  high  refolve  Devotion  frames, 

Be  only  lifelefs  founds  and  fpecious  names? 

O  rather  while  thy  hopes  and  fears  controul. 

In  this  dill  hour  each  motion  of  my  foul. 

Secure  its  fafety  by  a  fudden  doom, 

And  be  the  foft  retreat  of  Sleep  my  tomb. 

Calm  let  me  dumber  in  that  dark  repofe, 

Till  the  lad  morn  its  orient  beam  difclofe: 


Then, 
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Then,  when  the  great  Archangel’s  potent  found 
Shall  echo  thro’  Creation’s  ample  round, 

Wak’d  from  the  deep  of  death  with  joy  furvey 
The  opening  fplendors  of  eternal  day. 


THE  POWER  OF  BEAUTY. 

B  Y - . 


COME,  fair  Dorinda,  and,  while  Beauty  glows 
Warm  on  thy  lovely  cheek,  aufpicious  come. 
And  animate  my  fong !  O  may  I  gaze 
On  every  charm,  and  from  each  fhining  grace 
Catch  infpiration !  let  thy  genius  aid 
My  lays  unpraftis’d,  pour  into  my  verfe 
The  flow  harmonious,  while  tn’  enchanted  Mufe 
Relates  the  charms,  which  o’er  the  yielding  heart 
Perpetual  reign,  and  hold  refiftlefs  fway. 

DifFufive  Nature,  who  with  liberal  hand 
Scatters  her  bounties  round,  and  decks  the  Spring 
In  all  its  gay  attire,  the  Virgin’s  cheek 
Flufhes  with  beauty,  and  adorns  her  brow 
With  charms  attraftive  ;  drapes  her  faultlefs  form 
With  Belli  unerring,  on  her  bread  bellows 
The  fnowy  hue,  while  o’er  her  fhining  neck 
In  wanton  ringlets  flows  her  ebon  hair 


Difhevell’d, 
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Dilhevell’d,  graceful,  and  her  fparkling  eyes 
Dart  kindling  flame :  majeftic  on  (he  moves, 

Confcious  of  native  worth,  and  fmiling  love 
Alluring.  Hither,  ye!  whofe  hard’ned  hearts 
Ne’er  felt  a  lover’s  pangs,  ah!  hither  come. 

To  feel  the  force  of  Beauty  :  here  furvey. 

In  radiant  luftre,  the  bewitching  grace. 

Which  from  the  dawn  of  time  o’er  Nature  held 
Her  loft  domain.  Since  firft  the  vital  fpark 
Awak’d  the  human  bread,  and  Man  arofe 
To  confcious  being,  the  fair  female  form 
Dazzled  his  eye,  and  thro’  his  panting  bread: 

Shot  Beauty’s  ray.  When  in  primaeval  Spring 
Life  uncorrupted  roll’d  its  golden  hours. 

Free  from  th’  attacks  of  Vice,  as  yet  unfour’d 
With  Pain  corroding  ;  nor  Difeafe  had  rear’d' 

Her  fnaky  crefi:  to  blafl:  their  blooming  days  : 

Then  Beauty  reign’d,  and  form’d  the  facred  tye 
Connubial.  Oft,  amid  the  green  retreat. 

Where  fanning  zephyrs  play’d,  the  joyous  Hour 
Fled  on  the  wings  of  Love:  here  Innocence, 

Amd  balmy  Peace,  and  Friendfhip,  heaven-bom  Power^. 

By  Beauty  heighten’d,  o’er  the  human  pair 
Their  choiceft  influence  Ihed.  Nor  Beauty  lefs. 

Thro’  long  fucceeding  ages,  o’er  the  heart 
Her  conqueft  held ;  devoted  man  attefts 
The  pleading  truth,  while  at  the  fyren  voice 
Of  Muflc,  thrilling  the  enchanting  note. 

He  proftrate  falls,  the  fond  diftradled  prey 
Of  paflions  raging  thro’  th’  enfever’d  heart. 

S* 
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So  Nature  wills ;  and.  while  encreafing  ftre&gth 
Braces  the  nerves,  and  ihro’  the  fwelliug  veins 
The  blood  fierce-boiling  flows,  fubduing  Love 
Still  reigns  in  man,  to  polith  and  refine 
His  barbarous  mind:  nor,  till  the  Toothing  flame 
Has  feiz’d  his  heart,  and  thaw’d  his  frozen  foul, 

E’er  can  he  reiifii  die  fublime  delight 
Of  focial  tranfport,  nor  confenting  feel 
The  fympathetic  blifs,  nor  tafte  the  fweets 
Of  hallow’d  Friendlhip,  nor  affedled  hear 
The  voice  of  Woe,  ao  oft  the  "i-r.ts  her  moan 
In  wailings  loud.  The  foft  :  denting  heart. 

Kind  Pity’s  tear,  the  ali-profufive  hand 
Of  Charity,  the  generous  flow  of  foul, 

Thefc  are  not  his,  who  never  yet  has  felt 

The  pangs  of  Love,  o’er  whom  th’  enchanting  power 

Of  Beaut-,  never  reign’d,  whofe  fallen  bread 

Ne’er  glow’d,  with  tranfport,  and  the  anxious  throbs 

Which  panting  lovers  know;  but  all  his  foul 

Is  fo’Itary  gloom,  untaught  to  pour 

The  friendly  fervor,  and,  with  heart  enlarg’d. 

To  breathe  the  warm  benevolence  of  Love. 

Come  ye,  who  now  your  gayefi:  moments  pafs. 
And  graceful  fio  unfit  ’midft  the  finning  throng, 
Whilft  life  flics  joyous,  and  your  youthful  years 
Roll  placid  on,  before  the  radiant  throne 
Of  Beauty  kneel.  Whatever  warms  the  bread 
With  noble  purpofe,.  what  informs  the  heart 
To  melt,  and  moulds  you  into  focial  man, 

Is  Beauty’s  power.  From  her  poetic  heat 
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Derives  new  fire,  and  taught  by  her  oft  paints 

The  vifionary  fcene,  and  touches  all 

The  fprings  of  paffion :  hers  each  winning  grace, 

And  comely  gelture  hers  :  enfrozc-n  Age, 

Bending  to  earth  beneath  the  weight  of  years. 

With  wrinkled  front,  and  venerable  hair. 

Melts  at  her  fair  approach  ;  he  feels  warm  blood 
Run  thro’  his  wither’d  veins,  ereCt  he  lifts 
His  hoary  head,  and  on  his  aged  brow 
Unufual  gladnefs  fmiles,  while  his  cold  heart 
Warm’d  into  fervor  p-lows:  her  kindling  voice 
All  rural  nature  hears,  and  ftarts  amaz’d 
To  polilh’d  life.  Thus  when  the  ruftic  *  fwain 
Saw  fleeping  Beauty,  on  the  graffy  bank, 

Reclin’d  at  eafe,  and  carelefs  beaming  round 
Her  charms  attractive,  while  upon  her  face 
Play’d  all  the  laughing  loves ;  furpriz’d  he  gaz’d. 
And  felt  a  thoufand  tranfports  (hoot  along 
His  Ihivering  nerves :  now  his  unfeeling  heart, 

XJnus’d  to  pant,  with  foft  emotion  heaves; 

He  trembling  view’d,  and  all  his  foul  was  Love. 

And  ye,  fair  offspring  of  the  bounteous  hand 
Of  Nature,  ye  array’d  in  all  the  charms 
Of  vernal  youth,  flulh’d  on  your  comely  cheek 
By  Beauty’s  balmy  breath,  while  yielding  Man 
To  you  refigns  his  heart,  and  eager  fighs 
Low  at  your  feet,  and  tells  the  moving  tale 
Of  plaintive  love  :  how,  fieeplefs,  on  his  couch 

*  Alluding  to  Dryden’s  beautiful  fable  of  Cymon  and  Iphigenia. 
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He  counts  the  tedious  hours,  or  numbering  ftarts 
From  flattering  vifions,  which  deluflve  fwim 
Before  his  eyes  ;  how  bufy  Fancy  paints 
Your  beauteous  figure,  in  refplendent  robes 
Luxuriant  floating,  as  you  graceful  move 
In  al1  the  airs  of  love  ;  and  while  he  grafps 
Th’  imagin'd  form,  how  loft  in  empty  air 
The  fair  iliufion  flies:  how  tafle  forgets 
The  poignant  relilh,  and  the  fpicy  gale 
T  rim  no  odouis  waits:  cheerlefs  and  fad 
Fie  wanders  penfive  to  the  lonely  flrade. 

To  blend  his  moanings  with  the  whifpering  breeze. 
While  fyrnpathetic  glides  the  weeping  rill 
In  many  currents  by,  and  there  to  thought 
Devotes  the  gloomy  hour,  complaining  oft, 
in  tender  ftrains,  how  fair  Amanda  fcorns 
His  melting  heart,  how  flights  the  mournful  tale 
Of  fond,  defpairing  love;  nor  here  can  long 
Indulge  his  woe,  but  reftlefs  with  the  crowd 
Impatient  mingles,  folace  there  to  find, 

Amidfl  the  tumult  of  a  maddening  world: 

Still  haunts  the  phantom,  flill  his  bofom  burns 
With  unremitted  pain,  and  Love  refumes 
His  tyrant  empire :  how  his  alter’d  looks, 

Meagre  and  pale,  fpeak  the  diftradting  fiend 
Which  on  his  vitals  preys ;  how  ftrength  forfakes 
His  quivering  limbs  ;  how  wrapt  in  awful  gloom 
Frail  fickening  nature  pines  away  in  woe. — 

O  gently  then,  ye  lovely  conquerors!  ufe 
Your  unrefifted  fway;  forth  ftretch  your  arms. 
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To  raife  from  abjeft  plight  the  fainting  Have, 

And  on  his  tortur’d  foul,  propitious,  pour 
The  balm  of  Hope;  and  now  delighted  tafte 
Love’s  fond  delights,  while  Paflion  eager  pants 
In  every  vein,  and  warms  your  glowing  breads 
With  fairy  profpe&s  of  tranfporting  joys. 

Nor,  gay  Amanda,  tho’,  with  fighs,  to  you 
The  plaintive  Damon  kneels,  and  vents  his  foul 
In  foftly  fwelling  drains :  yet  let  not  thefe 
Dilate  your  heart  ;  nor  look  with  fcornful  air 
On  the  gay  rivals,  who  with  you  conted 
Fair  Beauty’s  prize,  and  vie,  fupreme,  to  dine 
’Midft  the  foft  circles,  where  indulgent  flow 
The  foothing  hours  ;  where  Mufic  gently  wakes, 
Symphonious,  every  paflion,  and  attunes 
The  foul  to  rapture,  while  diftufive  joy 
Spreads  thro’  the  melting  throng.  For  Eeauty  ftill 
By  Tafte  is  prov’d,  by  her  capricious  law 
It  blooms  or  withers.  You !  who  long  have  held 
The  willing  Strephon,  o’er  th’  obdurate  heart 
Of  Damon  never  reign’d;  while  he,  fubdu’d 
By  bright  Amanda,  fighs  his  foul  away 
In  unavailing  moan.  Far  from  your  bread 
Be  banilh’d  Pride ;  the  high  affirming  air 
Ill  fuits  the  brow  where  Tendernefs  and  Love 
Should  dwell  diflinguifh’d :  nor  can  Reafon  judge 
Whofe  charms  fuperior  fhine;  fome  dazzling  grace. 
Still  namelefs,  flalhes  on  th’ admiring  eye. 

Beyond  defcription,  fairer  than  her  fex, 

1  o  me,  Dorinda  feems :  how  darts  her  eye 

Vol.  I.  N 
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Its  foul-diiiblving  fires !  how,  o’er  her  neck. 
Gracefully  carelefs,  falls  her  auburn  hail  ! 

Her  mien  how  foft!  Can  the  pure  mountain  fnow, 
With  her  warm  bofom,  riling  to  the  throbs 
Of  undilTembled  love,  compare  its  white? 

The  rofe  its  red  with  hers  ?  Nor  Strephon  lefs 
Adores  his  blooming  bride;  lhe  fairer,  Ihe 
Is  Beauty’s  felf,  and  as  lhe  gently  moves 
Her  limbs,  proportion’d  with  unerring  {kill, 

A  thoufand  radiant  graces  in  her  train 
Alluring  dance.  Each  narnelefs  charm  is  hers; 

.And  Love,  and  Joy,  and  Virtue,  fit  enthron’d 
In  everv  look  and  fmile.  Net  varied  more 
The  human. face,  with  different  features  ftampt 
By  Nature’s  forming  hand,  than  Talie  which  views. 
In  objefts  different,  various  beauties  glow. 

O  while  ve  glory  in  your  youthful  prime, 

And  yield  attention  to  the  fyren  voice 
Of  Praife;  in  that  foft  feafon,  when  the  breaft 
A  ftrange  enchantment  feels  ;  when  Pleafure  pants 
In  every  vein ;  and  fparkles  in  the  eye 
Superfluous  Health;  then  guard  your  rebel  hearts 
Againft  feducing  Love.  Sufpend,  ye  fair! 

Thefe  fofter  cares,  and  liften,  while  the  Mufe 
Rifes  fuperior  to  the  fading  glare 
Of  mortal  charms,  and  now  effays  to  touch 
The  heart,  and  open  to  th’  enraptur’d  foul 
More  lading  Beauty,  moral  and  divine, 

Which  grows  in  age,  nor  at  the  pale  approach 
Of  death  decays ;  but  with  unblafted  g  ace 
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Forever  bloflbms.  Hail!  bright  Virtue,  hail! 
Propitious  come,  infpire  my  glowing  brealt 
To  flag  of  thee!  Without  thee,  .what  are  all 
Life’s  gayeft  trappings,  what  the  fleeting  fliow 
Of  youth,  or  charms,  which  for  a  moment  fpread 
Their  vifionary  bloom,  but  withering  die, 

Nor  leave  remembrance  of  their  fancy’d  worth! 

See,  how7  adorn’d  in  heaven’s  all-glorious  pomp 
Fair  Virtue  comes,  and  in  her  radiant  train 
Ten  thoufand  beauties  wait:  behold  (he  comes. 

To  fill  the  foul  with  never-ceafing  joy ! 

Attend  her  voice,  fweet  as  the  folemn  founds 
Of  cherubs,  when  they  ftrike  their  golden  harps 
In  facred  concert,  while  the  fky  refounds 
Symphonious.  Hence,  ye  fond  delufive  dreams 
Of  fleeting  pleafure  !  file  the  heart  diltends 
With  more  enduring  blifs :  kindled  by  her, 

The  generous  bofom  breathes  the  focial  fire, 

And  beats  refponfive  to  the  woes  of  man. 

Now  native  Peace,  and  Harmony  divine, 
Dwell  in  the  foul  :  to  Reafon’s  powerful  law 
Each  palfion  yields ;  and  her  refiftlefs  fway 
Struggling  Corruption  owns,  nor  dares  aflhult 
A  heart  confirm’d  by  her:  and  now  the  fame 
Of  Nature  conquer’d  by  th’  informing  voice 
Of  Reafon,  thro’  celeftial  manfions  flies 
On  wings  angelic  :  thro’  the  winding  paths 
Of  life,  fair  Prudence  guides,  and  points  the  road 
To  Happinefs  and  Peace;  while  in  the  breaft 
Untainted  Innocence  and  Freedom  reign. 
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Thefe  are  the  charms  of  Virtue,  thefe  will  bloom 
When  time  lhall  ceafe:  ev’n  Beauty’s  felf  by  thefe 
More  lovely  feems,  Ihe  looks  with  added  grace. 

And  fmiles  ferapbic  :  nor  fhall  hoary  age 
Their  blofloms  wither,  but  perpetual  fpring 
Here  Ihed  her  influence  ;  while  a  lhowy  world. 

Its  varnilh  Ioflng,  lhall  deceive  no  more. 

And  Nature,  fickening  at  approaching  fate. 

Shall  fink  beneath  its  doom.  Whate’er  adorns 
The  female  bread,  whate’er  can  move  the  foul 
With  fervent  rapture,  every  winning  grace. 

And  mild  endearment,  tendernefs  and  love 
In  fair  Afpafia  u  Ihine;  ’tis  hers  to  charm 
With  elocution  fweet,  and  all  the  flow 
©f  foft  perfuafion,  while  the  fenfual  heart 
Refines,  and  feels  fair  Virtue  dawning  there. 

Nor  ye,  gay  glittering  tribe !  who  oft-times  drink: 

Of  Circe’s  poifon’d  cup,  and  down  the  ftream 
Of  foothing  pleafure  all  refiftlefs  flow 
Enervate,  deem  unworthy  of  your  wilh. 

The  charms  of  Virtue.  While  ye  reMefs  feek 
The  phantom  Pleafure,  where  Indulgence  plays 
Her  midnight  gambols,  o’er  unftable  paths 
Ye  heedlefs  wander:  as  Ihe  points  the  way 
Thro’  her  enchanting  maze,  th’  illufive  form 
Conceals  Deftru&ion.  While,  with  eager  hope. 

And  mad  impatience,  in  a  fond  embrace 
Ye  grafp  her  panting,  lo!  the  forcerefs  darts 

u  See  this  perfeft  character  in  Mr.  Johnfon’s  Irene. 
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Her  latent  venom  thro’  your  tortur’d  nerves. 

Then  wakes  Remorfe ;  and,  fee!  on  yonder  throne. 
With  woes  furrounded,  fell  Difeafe  difplays 
Her  fnaky  creft,  and  o’er  your  guilty  heads 
Shakes  all  her  horrors :  Anguifh,  downcaft  Shame, 
Succeed,  and  on  the  difcontented  brow 
Satiety  fits  pale.  The  feeble  knee. 

Each  nerve  unbrac’d,  beneath  the  fabric  bends! 
The  tott’ring  fabric  falls !  the  lhades  of  death 
Now  quench  thofe  orb?,  that  beam’d  impure  defire;! 
And,  deeper  yet,  the  gloom  of  black  defpair— 

A  darknefs  to  be  felt !— involves  the  foul ! 

O,  dread  this  complicated  curfe !  and  turn, 

With  holy  horror,  from  the  paths  of  Vice ! 

Nor  think,  ye  fair !  the  penfive  Mufe  forbids 
The  joys  of  Youth;  Ihe  with  complacent  fmile 
Views  ye  light  flutt’ring ;  Ihe  the  focial  band- 
joins  chearful,  and  benevolent  implores 
Diffufive  Nature  on  your  heads  to  Hied 
Her  gay  profufion,  lavilh  all  her  grace. 

And  in  your  bofoms  pour  the  foul  of  love. 

Lo!  rofy  Youth  holds  forth  her  pictur’d  fcene. 

With  garlands  crown’d;  and  tow’ring  Fancy  now 
Her  gay  creation  paints  :  high  fwells  the  bread 
With  emulation,  and  joy-teeming  life 
Its  gay  allurements  ihews.  Forth  by  your  fide. 

In  glittering  grandeur,  walks  th’  enraptur’d  fwain : 
With  graceful  eafe,  attempting  confcious  pride. 

He  fp  reads  his  glories  to  th’  admiring  eye. 
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Awak’d  by  Love,  and  by  the  fubtle  flame 
Of  Beauty  kindled,  with  afliduous  care, 

And  fond  fubmiffion,  to  the  chearful  haunts 
Of  Mirth  he  leads  you,  and  while  wandering  o’er 
Enchanted  ground,  oft  tells  the  pleaflng  tale 
Perfuafive  :  gently  flow  the  fmiling  hours 
In  focial  ccnverfe,  innocently  gay. 

Come,  Nature,  bed  informer !  kindly  lead 
Along  the  jlowery  walk,  trod  by  the  feet 
Of  youthful  Pleaiure ;  guide  our  heedlefs  fleps. 

And  fafe  conduft  us  to  the  bower  of  blifs ! 

Supreme  Direftrefs !  fhe  the  bread;  inftruffts 
To  breathe  love’s  purer  flame,  graceful  improves 
Each  varied  motion,  beams  th’  expreffive  eye. 

And  gives  to  Beaut  all  her  power  to  charm. 

O!  let  her  influence  fill  the  different  feenss 
Of  joy  and  love— —whether  we  carelefs  llray 
Along  the  painted  mead,  where  fragrance  blends 
Her  thovfand  fweets  or  tread  the  lengthen’d  walk. 

While  Mufic  chears  the  foul,  and  viftas  green 
Rife  to  the  view,  and  pour  their  frefh  delights 
On  the  bewilder’d  eye;  or  if  we  move 
Alo-no-  the  hall  refulgent  with  the  blaze 
Of  India’s  Acres,  and  every  meafure  trace 
Or  low  or  fprightly,  while  the  lover  feels 
Unufual  tranfports  rufh  upon  his  foul 
In  admiration  loft.  Ah  !  here,  ye  fair. 

Your  gayeft  moments  pafs :  as  to  the  touch 
Ye  yield  your  hand,  with  palpitations  quick 

The 
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The  fnowy  bofom  heaves,  and  unreferv’d 
Breathes  the  warm  wilh  of  kind  confenting  love. 

Far  from  the  bofom  of  the  tender  fair, 

Where  love  alone  Ihould  dwell,  fly  bafe  deceit. 

Nor  ftain  with  perfidy  the  facred  Ihrine. 

Who’s  (he  that  looks  with  high  imperious  mien, 

In  yonder  walk,  amidft  her  rivals,  deck’d 
In  yellow  robes  refplendent  ?  how  Ihe  moves 
With  practis’d  air,  and  darts  her  meaning  glance 
Amidft  the  throng  !  Thrown  proftrate  at  her  feet 
The  lover  pleads,  nor  fhe  the  lover  hears ; 

But  fwoln  with  pride  of  conqueft  fcornful  fmiles. 

Yet  if  arous’d,  and  conftious  of  his  wrongs. 

He  bids  the  laft  adieu,  Ihe  yet  in  ftore 

Has  thoufand  winning  wiles  :  the  blood  forfakes 

Her  blooming  cheek,  and  on  her  coral  lip 

Steals  Palenef; ;  while,  adorn’d  in  all  the  charms 

Of  weeping  beauty,  Ihe  refiftltfs  holds 

The  lover  ftill  her  own.  With  ftreaming  eyes 

Again  he  views  her,  and  his  yielding  heart  1 

Melts  with  returning  Love. — Inconftant  ftill. 

She,  npr  by  pity  mov’d,  nor  gratitude. 

Nor  awful  virtue,  to  the  fighing  Have 
Refigns  her  heart — there  Vanity  ftill  dwells, 

’Midft  her  fantaftic  joys  enthron’d,  and  plans 
Unnumber’d  conquefts  o’er  admiring  man. 

Love  is  not  hers,  Are  never  taftes  the  fweets 
Of  mutual  rapture,  mutual  fond  efteem, 

Nor  knows  the  charms  of  truth ;  her  bofom  beats 
With  other  throbs.  Anxieties  and  Fears, 

N  4  Ambition’* 
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Ambition’s  train!  vex  her  afpiring  foul, 

And  Difappointment  leaves  its  baleful  fling. 

Be  this  her  portion  !  let  her  ftill  poifefs 

The  dear  deceits !— -Awake,  deluflve  thoughts. 

Self-adulation  come,  and  in  her  breaft 

Your  foft  enchantments  pour!  Life’s  glories  raife  ■ 

The  fplendid  fcene,  and  deck  th’  exulting  fair 
In  all  your  fancied  pomp ! — Nor  envy  her. 

Ye  faithful  few,  whom  the  celeftial  grace 
Of  truth  infpired!  for,  while  ihe  eager  grafps 
The  flattering  forms,  they  faithlefs  all  elude 
Her  fond  embrace,  and  fleet  in  empty  air. 

The  fair  Amanda  knows  no  practis’d  guile 
To  captivate  the  foul:  fweet  innocence 
And  truth  are  hers,  and  beauty  unadorn’d, 

Save  when  diffuflve  deals  the  glowing  blulh. 

And  fliews  her  bright  in  every  virgin  charm. 

Her  eyes  no  conquefls  feek,  nor  beats  her  breaft 
With  anxious  throbs  ;  die  Affectation's  wiles 
Nor  praftifes  nor  knows:  ftranger  to  thefe. 

She,  only  confcious  of  her  virgin  worth, 

Heaves  Nature’s  flghs,  and,  dreft  in  Nature’s  grace. 

All  lovely  feems,  and  moves  attractive  on 
Amid  ft.  admiring  fwains :  at  her  approach 
Each  bofom  flutters,  while  the  lovely  maid 
Nor  fcorr.ful  looks,  nor  with  confenting  fmile 
Bids  Admiration  all  its  incenfe  pour 
To  her  bewitching  charms :  yet  on  her  brow 
Modeft  Referve  oft  fits,  forbidding  all 
Love’s  wanton  hopes.  The  fair  Amanda  thus 

Refiftlefs 
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Refiftlefs  empire  holds ;  while  aw’d  we  gaze 
On  every  charm,  and  at  a  diftance  figh. 

Yet  while  the  feafon  of  your  blooming  youth 
Glides  gently  on,  and  liberal  Nature  fhowers 
v  Her  gayeft  bleflings,  peaceful,  on  your  heads; 

X)!  then  let  Science  on  your  eafy  hours 
Serenely  fteal :  oft  when  the  bufy  fcene 
Of  meddling  care,  and  fond  officious  love 
Shuts  on  your  eyes,  and  Solitude  invites 
To  Meditation,  let  her  mild  infufe 
Her  fweet  inftruftion :  ffie  the  foul  exalts 
To  dignity;  for  when,  with  knowledge  bleft. 

Fair  Beauty  fmiles  upon  the  blulhing  brow. 

Her  foft  perfuafion  wins  the  yielding  heart 
Refiftlefs,  each  with  glowing  ardour  hears 
Her  eloquence  divine,  the  tuneful  flow 
Of  fweeteft  periods,  warbling  from  the  lips 
Where  raptures  hang:  the  captivated  foul. 

While  Beauty  triumphs,  owns  her  boundlefs  fvvay. 

Oft  let  me  wander  thro’  the  green  retreat. 

Where  Meditation  dwells,  and  rofes  Ihed 

Their  mild  perfumes,  wak’d  by  the  genial  "breath 

Of  May,  while  gently  by  the  purling  ftream 

Its  cryftal  waters  roll :  to  crown  my  blifs 

Let  fweet  Ardelia  come,  on  her  attends 

Each  mild  engaging  grace,  each  namelefs  charm 

Alluring;  Nature,  bounteous,  on  her  brow 

Beams  all  its  beauties,  and  the  foul  by  her 

Is  charm’d  to  rapture  ;  fhe  the  mind  informs 

With  knowledge,  which  from  her  perfuafive  tongue 

Alluring 


C  1*6  ) 

Alluring  firearms ;  while  Mafic  lends  its  voice 
Melodious,  and  the  Sapphic  Mufe  awaits 
Soft  in  her  train,  to  breathe  into  her  breafi 
Thr  infpiring  genius ;  file  in  melting  lays. 

Sweet  as  herfelf,  in  the  warm  bo  four  wakes 
Tile  fond  delights  of  love.  Here  let  us  join 
To  ling  of  Nature,  as  we  pleas’d  furvey 
The  beauteous  landfcape  round,  or  frequent  turn 
The  moving  page,  where  glows  poetic  flame 
And  Harmony;  with  Nature’s  Shakefpear  rove 
Thro’  all  the  fairy  regions,  or  oft  fly 
With  Milton,  bcundlefs,  thro’  ethereal  worlds. 

Let  raptur’d  Fancy  feel  the  circling  year 
Roll  o’er  our  heads,  and  mark  the  changing  fcenes 
Of  Nature,  dreft  in  his  immortal  lays 
Who  fung  the  Seafons,  Thus  may  gentle  hours 
In  fweet  improvement  pafs,  and  frill  return 
Aufpicious  ;  for  with  thee,  the-  beating  heart 
Feels  fond  emotion,  and  the  foul  dlfFolves 
In  fpeecMefs  tranfport  of  increafing  joy. 

Ye  lovely  fair,  while  flowery  chaplets  bind 
Your  youthful  brows,  and  o’er  the  verdant  paths 
Of  gently  gliding  life,  ye  graceful  fweep. 

Array’d  in  purple  pride ;  as  on  your  breafi 
The  diamond  fhines,  and  in  your  floating  train 
The  ruby  glows,  and  emeralds  around 
Befet  tho  flying  robe;  while  dazzling  thus 
In  orient  pomp,  forgive  if  yet  the  Mufe 
In  moralizing  ftrains  eflays  to  draw 
The  evening  veil  o’er  all  the  glitt’ring  fliow. 


Vain 
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Vain  is  their  blaze,  which,  like  the  neon-tide  da}'. 
Dazzles  the  eye  :  fo  flaunt  the  gaudy  flowers 
In  vernal  glory,  wide  diffufing  round 
Their  odoriferous  fweets,  and  Ihoot  profufe 
Their  bloffoms  forth,  and  floarilh  in  their  May, 

In  Nature’s  livery  clad;  but  when  the  fun 
Beams  in  his  pride,  they  droop  their  blufhing  heads. 
Their  bloffoms  wither,  and  their  varied  tints 
Fade  with  his  fultry  rays.  Behold,  ye  fair. 

Your  gay  delufions,  read  in  Nature’s  book 
Their  tranfitory  life,  how  quickly  fleets 
The  dream  of  pleafure,  at  the  pale  approach 
Of  death  grim  blafting  all  your  pictur’d  hopes. 

So  fell  Amynta  in  her  bloom  of  days. 

Joy  flulh’d  her  brow,  and  Expectation  fwell’d. 

Her  beating  bofom  ;  Love  its  tribute  paid 
To  her  bewitching  charms,  about  to  taile 
Connubial  tranfports,  and  in  Damon’s  arms 
To  fhare  the  licens’d  blifs  :  while  Virtue’s  felf 
Beheld  complacent  the  indulging  pair. 

Elated  thus,  the  fair  Amynta  felt 
The  pangs  of  love  ;  her  willies  wing’d  their  flight 
To  future  periods ;  in  idea  all 
Life’s  foftell  bleffmgs  revell’d  in  her  heart. 

Oft  did  the  lovers  court  the  lonely  Ihade, 

Reclufely  happy,  there  to  mingle  fighs 
In  Nature’s  warmth  :  thrown  on  the  flowery  lap 
Of  the  frelh  earth,  where  rofes  blulh  around, 

They  breath’d  their  mutual  vows,  and  tailed  all 
Th’  endearing  fweets  of  uncorrupted  love. 


Dear 
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Dear  haplefs  fair,  am  id  ft  her  warmeit  hopes. 

When  Fancy  figur'd  all  the  tender  fcene 
Of  mutual  rapture,  Are  devoted  fell 
The  mournful  vi&im  of  the  conquering  hand 
Of  unrelenting  Death :  he  dread  approach’d. 

And  Nature  trembled  at  his  ghaftly  mien. 

Her  Damon  now,  in  moving  drains,  laments. 

And  fadly  pen  five  to  her  facred  tomb 
He  oft  repairs,  there  drops  a  lever’s  tear. 

While  fond  Remembrance  opens  all  the  fcene 
Of  paft  delight,  calls  forth  his  beauteous  bride 
In  vifionary  bloom  once  more  to  blaze 
In  all-attradive  charms,  till  loll  ag-ain 
The  phantom  glides  in  air  r  all  Nature  wears 
To  him  a  face  of  woe,  the  valleys  round 
Re-echo  doleful  to  his  moving  moan. 

So  Beauty  fades,  fo  fleets  its  fhowy  life. 

As  droops  the  lily,  clad  in  all  its  pride 
Of  rich  array.  Yet  while  the  penfive  mufe 
Touches  fire  fprings  of  grief,  may  no  dark  gloom 
Q’erwhelm  your  fouls,  for  innocence  furvives 
To  bloom  eternal :  and  while  life  invites 
To  view  its  gayer  fcenes,  amidfl:  the  pomp 
Of  radiant  courts,  full  chearful  move  along 
Its  flowery  walks,  and  lead  with  jovial  heart 
The  laughing  moments  on  ;  for  Beauty  Urines 
Firfl  in  the  gaudy  circles,  and  commands 
Fond  admiration.  As  Britannia’s  fons 
Excel  in  every  virtue,  manly  brave 
Amidfl  th'  alarms  of  fate,  gen’ reus,  fincere. 

By 
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By  glory  kindled,  may  her  virgins  too, 

Supremely  fair,  ’midil  Beauty’s  brighteft  blaze* 

In  foft  perfedtions  fliine ;  may  Hymen  wave 
His  purple  wings,  and  o’er  the  facred  couch 
His  azure  mantle  fpread,  as  down  ye  fink 
In  wedlock’s  chafte  embrace,  and  oft  renew 
The  hallow’d  rapture  :  thus  may  peaceful  life 
Flow  undifturb’d,  nor  jarring  feud  invade 
Your  happy  hours.  And  ye,  gay  circles,  now 
Forgive  the  Mufe,  which  daring  thus  has  fung 
Of  Beauty’s  triumphs,  tho’  unequal  far 
To  the  delightful  theme;  yet  Beauty  charm’d 
My  foul,  and  pour’d  into  my  glowing  bread 
Her  fafcination,  led  me  thro’  the  maze 
Of  Love:  nor  unambitious  of  applaufe 
She  courts  your  fmiles,  yours  is  her  pleafing  fcng*. 
To  you  flie  warbles,  and  devoted  pays 
Her  fond  oblation  to  your  radiant  charms. 

But  chief  indulgent,  ’midft  the  Ihining  throng. 
Will  fair  Dorinda  fmile;  Ihe  firft  infpir’d 
My  heart  with  Love,  to  her  my  early  Mufe 
Her  infant  raptures  pour’d ;  happy  if  now 
Sweet  flow  my  numbers  on  her  judging  ear. 

And  Heal  perfualive  to  h«r  virgin  breaft. 


I  L 
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I  L  PACIFIC  O. 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  CONCLUSION  OF  THE  PEACE  OF 
AIX-L  A-CHAPELLE,  MDCCXLVIII. 

BY  MR.  MASON. 


HENCE,  peftilential  Mars, 

Of  fable-vefted  night  and  chaos  bred. 

On  matter’s  formlefs  bed* 

’Mid  the  harlh  din  of  elemental  jars: 

Hence  with  thy  frantic  crowd, 

Wing’d  Flight,  pale  Terror,  Difcord  cloath’d  in  fire. 
Precipitate  retire ; 

While  mad  Bellona  cracks  her  fnaky  thong. 

And  hurries  headlong  on. 

To  Ach’ron’s  brink  and  Phlegethon’s  flaming  flood. 

But  hail,  fair  Peace!  fo  mild  and  meek. 

With  polifh’d  brow  and  rofy  cheek  ; 

That,  on  thy  fleece.white  cloud  defcending. 
Hither,  foft-ey’d  queen,  art  tending 
Gently  o’er  thy  favourite  land 
To  wave  thy  genial  myrtle  wand: 

T o  fhake  from  off  thy  turtle  wing 
Th’  ambrofial  dews  of  endlefs  fpring ; 


Spring 
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Spring,  like  that,  which  poets  feign, 
Gilded  Saturn’s  eafy  reign  : 

For  Saturn’s  firfl:  born  daughter  thou ; 
Unlefs,  as  later  bards  avow. 

The  youthful  god  with  fpangled  hair 
Clofely  clafp’d  Harmonia  fair: 

For,  banilh’d  erfl:  heaven’s  ftar-pav’d  floor, 
(As  fings  my  legendary  lore) 

As  Phoebus  fat  by  weeping  brook, 

With  flrepherds  fcrip  and  fhepherds  crook, 

Penfive  ’midft  a  favage  train 

(For  favage  then  was  all  the  plain) 

Fair  Harmonia  left  her  bower. 

To  join  her  radiant  paramour : 

Hence  didft  thou  fpring;  and  at  thy  birth 
Lenient  Zephyrs  fann’d  the  earth. 
Rumbling  thunders  growl’d  no  more. 
Prowling  wolves  forgot  to  roar. 

And  man,  from  fiercer  rage  poffeft. 

Smil’d  Diflenflon  from  his  breaft. 

She  comes,  Ihe  comes,  ye  nymphs,  prepare 
Gay  floral  wreaths  to  bind  your  hair; 

Ye  fwains,  infpire  the  mellow  flute 
To  dulcet  drains,  which  aptly  fuit 
The  featly-footed  faraband 
Of  Phillis  trim  and  Marian  bland. 

When  -nimbly  light  each  fimpering  lafs 
Trips  it  o’er  the  pliant  grafs. 

But  fee,  her  focial  fmiling  train. 

Now  inverts  *h’  wrapt  ur’d  plain  ! 


Plenty’s 


Plenty's  treafure -teeming  horn 
Show’rs  its  fruits,  its  flowers,  its  core  5 
Commerce  fp  reads  his  ampleft  fail ; 
Strong-nerv’d  Labour  lift  his  flail ; 
Sylvanus  too  attends  (’tis  he 
That  bears  the  root-pluck’d  cyprefs  tree) 
He  (hall  my  youngling  footfteps  lead 
Thro’  tufted  lawn  and  fringed  mead. 

By  fcooped  valley,  heaped  hill. 

Level  river,  dancing  rill. 

Where  the  ihepherds  all  appear. 

To  fhear  and  walh  their  fleecy  care. 
Which  bleating  hand  the  ftreams  around. 
And  whiten  all  the  clofe-cropt  ground  : 
Or  when  the  maids  in  bonnets  Iheen, 
Cock  the  hay  upon  the  green  ; 

Or  up  yon  fteep  rough  road  the  fwains 
Drive  flow  along  their  rolling  wains 
(Where  laughing  Ceres  crowns  the  flack 
£nd  makes  the  ponderous  axle  crack) 
Then  to  the  village  on  the  hill. 

The  barns  capacious  jaws  to  fill. 

Where  the  anfwering  flails  rebound. 
Beating  bold  with  thundering  found. 
Enchanted  with  tl>is  rural  fcene. 

Here  let  me  weave  my  arb’rets  green  r 
Here  arch  the  woodbine,  mantling  neat. 
O’er  my  noon-tide  cool  retreat; 

Or  bind  the  oak  with  ivy-twine; 

Or  wed  thg  elm  and  purpling  vine; 
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But  if  my  vagrant  fancy  pants 
For  charms,  which  fimple  Nature  wants, 
Grant,  Power  benign,  admittance  free 
To  fome  rang’d  academy  : 

There  to  give  to  arts  refin’d 
All  the  impulfe  of  my  mind  ; 

And  oft  obfervant  take  my  Hand, 

Where  the  painter’s  magic  hand 
From  Iketches  rude,  with  gradual  art, 

Calls  dawning  life  to  every  part, 

Till,  with  nice  tints  all  labour’d  high) 

Each  flatting  hero  meets  the  eye  : 

Oft  too,  O!  let  me  nice  infpeft 
The  draughts  of  jufteft  architect : 

And  hence  delighted  let  me  pafs, 

Where  others  mould  the  duftile  brafs ; 

Or  teach  the  Parian  flone  to  wear 
A  letter’d  fage’s  muling  air. 

But  ah!  thefe  arts  have  fix’d  their  home 
In  Roman  or  in  Gallic  dome : 

Tho’  ftrange  befeems,  that  arts  Ihou’d  fpread 
Where  frowns  black  Slavery’s  baleful  lhade; 
And  ftranger  far  that  arts  decay 
Where  Freedom  deals  her  warmeft  ray: 

This  then  deny’d.  I’ll  fwift  retreat. 

Where  Camus  winds  with  murmur  fweet : 
There  teach  me,  piercing  Locke,  t’  explore 
The  bufy  mind’s  ideal  flore; 

There,  heaven-rapt  Newton,  guide  my  way 
’Mid  rolling  worlds,  thro’  floods  of  day, 

Vo L  i  It  Q 
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To  mark  the  vagrant  comet’s  roac!; 

And- thro’  his  wonders  trace  the  God. 

Then,  to  unbend  my  mind,  I’ll  roam 
Amidfl  the  cloyfters  filent  gloom: 

Or,  where  rank’d  oaks  their  fhades  diffufe. 
Hold  dalliance  with  my  darling  mufe. 
Recalling  oft  fome  heaven-born  flrain,. 

That  warbled  in  Auguflan  reign  ; 

Or  turn  well  pleas’d  the  Grecian  page,. 

If  fweet  Theocritus  engage. 

Or  blith  Anacreon,  mirthful  wight, 

Caroll  his  eafy  love-lay  light. 

Yet  let  not  all  my  pleafure  lie 
Confin’d  to  one  Phosbeian  joy  ; 

But  ever  give  my  fingers  wings. 

Lightly  to  fkim  the  trembling  firings. 

And  from  fome  bower  to  tune  the  lay:. 
While  lift’ning  birds  crowd  every  fpray. 

Or  hovering  filent  o’er  my  head. 

Their  quivering  wings  exulting  fpreadp 
Save  but  the  turtles,  they  alone 
With  tender  plaintive  faithful  moan. 

Shall  tell,  to  all  the  fecret  grove, 

Their  foft  thick-warbled  tale  of  love: 

Sweet  birds!  your  mingling  blifs  purfuing, 
Ever  billing,  ever  cooing, 

Ye!  conflant  pair !  I  love  to  note 
Your  hoarfe  flrain  gurgling  in  your  throat? 
And  ye  unheard  from  fidelong  hills 
The  liquid  lapfe  of  whifpering  rills. 
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I  hill  to  hear:  fuch  founds  dilFufe 
Sweet  tranfports  to  the  thoughtful  mufe. 

Thus  fummer  fees  me  brifk  and  light. 

Till  winter  fpreads  her  ’kerchief  white; 

Then  to  the  city’s  focial  walls 
Where  tolling  clock  to  bulinefs  calk. 

There  the  weaver’s  Ihuttle  fpeeds 
Nimbly  thro’  the  fine-fpun  threads  ; 

There  the  vocal  anvil  rings. 

While  the  fmith  his  hammer  fwings ; 

And  every  man  and  every  boy, 

Brilkly  join  in  warm  employ. 

Thro’  fuch  throng’d  fcenes  full  oft  I’ll  range. 
Oft  crowd  into  the  rich  exchange:  . 

Or  to  yon  wharf ;  afide  the  mote. 

Where  the  anchor’d  Ihips  do  float. 

And  others,  haftening  into  bay. 

Swell  their  fails  in  fair  array: 

Wafting  to  Albion’s  fons  the  {lore 
That  each  Peruvian  mine  can  pour ; 

Wafting  to  Albion’s  fmiling  dames 
The  ruby’s  glow,  the  diamond’s  flames. 

Till  all  the  Indies  rulh  into  the  Thames. 

Joys  vaft  as  thefe  my  fancy  claims ; 

And  joys  like  thefe  if  Peace  infpire, 

Peace  with  thee,  I  firing  the  lyre. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  WIFE, 


BY  T  PI  E  SAME, 


r  | '  AAKE,  holy  earth,  all  that  my  foul  holds  dear; 


A  T ake  that  bell  gift  which  heaven  fo  lately  gave 
To  Bridol’s  fount  I  bore  with  trembling  care 
Her  faded  form;  Ihe  bow’d  to  tade  the  wave  a. 

And  died.  Does  Youth,  does  Beauty  read  the  line  ?' 

Does  fympathetic  fear  their  breads  alarm  ? 

Speak,  dead  Maria,  breathe  a  drain  divine, 

Ev’n  from  the  grave  thou  lhalt  have  power  to  charm. 

Bid  them  be  chade,  be  innocent  like  thee; 

Bid  them  in  duty’s  fphere  as  meekly  move; 

And  if  fo  fair,  from  vanity  fo  free. 

So  firm  in  friendfhip,  and  fo  fond  in  love  ; 

Tell  them,  t’no’  ’tis  an  awful  thing  to  die, 

(’Twas  ev’n  to  thee)  yet  the  dread  path  once  trod. 
Heaven  lifts  its  everlading  portals  high. 

And  bids  the  pure  in  heart  behold  their  God. 

1  Mrs.  Mafon  died  at  Brldol  Wells,  while  drinking  a  glafs  of  the 
■waters. 
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ELEGY  TO  A  YOUNG  NOBLEMAN  b 
LEAVING  THE  UNIVERSITY. 


MDCCLIII. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

E’ER  yet,  ingenuous  youth,  thy  Heps  retire 

From  Cam’s  fmooth  margin,  and  the  peaceful  vdl^ 
Where  Science  call’d  thee  to  her  ftudious  quire, 

And  met  thee  mufmg  in  her  cloyfters  pale; 

O!  let  thy  friend  (and  may  he  boatl  the  name) 

Breathe  from  his  artlefs  reed  one  parting  lay ; 

A  lay  like  this  thy  early  Virtues  claim. 

And  this  let  voluntary  Friendlhip  pay. 

Yet  know,  the  time  arrives,  the  dangerous  time. 

When  all  thofe  Virtues,  opening  now  fo  fair, 
Tranfplanted  to  the  world’s  tempelluous  clime. 

Mull  learn  each  paflion’s  boillerous  breath  to  bear. 

There,  if  Ambition  pellilent  and  pale, 

Or  Luxury  Ihou Id  taint  their  vernal  glow; 

Jf  cold  Self-intereft,  with  her  chilling  gale. 

Should  blall  th’  unfolding  blolToms  e’er  they  blow,$ 

b  Eord  J- -  G - . 
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If  mimic  hues,  by  Art,  or  Falhion  fpread, 

Their  genuine,  fimple  colouring  Ihould  fupply, 

O !  with  them  may  thefe  laureate  honours  fade ; 
And  with  them  (if  it  can)  my  friendlhip  die. 

Then  do  not  blame,  if,  tho’  thyfelf  infpire. 
Cautious  I  ilrike  the  panegyric  firing; 

The  mufe  full  oft  purfues  a  meteor  fire. 

And,  vainly  ventrous,  foars  on  waxen  wing. 

Too  adlively  awake  at  Friendlhip’s  voice. 

The  poet’s  bofom  pours  the  fervent  ftrain. 

Till  fad  Reflection  blames  the  hafty  choice. 

And  oft  invokes  Oblivion’s  aid  in  vain. 

Call  we  the  flrade  of  Pope,  from  that  blefl:  bower 
Where  thron’d  he  fits  with  many  a  tuneful  Sage ; 

Aik,  if  he  ne’er  bemoans  that  haplefs  hour 

When  St.  John’s  name  c  illumin’d  Glory’s  page? 

Aik,  if  the  wretch,  who  dar’d  his  memory  Itain, 
Aik,  if  his  country’s,  his  religion’s  foe, 

Deferv’d  the  meed  that  Marlbro’  fail’d  to  gain. 

The  deatnlefs  meed,  he  only  could  bellow ? 

The  bard  will  tell  thee,  the  mifguided  praife 
Clouds  the  celeftial  funfnine  of  his  breaft ; 

Ev’n  now,  repentant  of  his  erring  lays, 

He  heaves  a  figh  amid  the  realms  of  r^li. 

c  Alluding  to  this  couplet  of  Mr.  Pope’s, 

To  Cato,  Virgil  paid  one  honed  line, 

Q  let  my  country’s  friends  illumine  mine. 
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JF  Pope  thro’  friendlhip  fail’d,  indignant  view. 

Yet  pity  Dryden ;  hark,  whene’er  he  fings. 

How  Adulation  drops  her  courtly  dew 

On  titled  Rhymers,  and  inglorious  Kingc. 

See,  from  the  depths  of  his  exhaulilefs  mine. 

His  glittering  ftores  the  tuneful  fpendthi  ift  throws ; 
Where  Fear,  or  Intereft  bids,  behold  they  ftiine; 

Now  grace  a  Cromwell’s,  now  a  Charles’s  brows. 

Born  with  too  generous,  or  too  mean  a  heart, 

Dryden  1  in  vain  to  thee  thofe  ftores  were  lent; 

Thy  fweeteft  numbers  but  a  trifling  art; 

Thy  ftrongeft  didtion  idly  eloquent. 

The  fimpleft  Lyre,  if  Truth  diredls  its  lays. 

Warbles  a  melody  ne’er  heard  from  thine: 

Not  to  difguft  with  falfe,  or  venal  praife. 

Was  Parnell’s  model!  fame,  and  may  be  mine. 

Go  then,  my  friencj,  nor  let  thy  candid  bread: 

Condemn  me,  if  I  check  the  plauftve  firing ; 

Go  to  the  wayward  world ;  complete  the  reft ; 

Be,  what  the  purefc  mufe  would  wifh  to  fing. 

Be  ftill  thyfelf-;  that  open  path  of  truth, 

Which  led  thee  here,  let  Manhood  firm  purfue ; 

Retain  the  fweet  fimplicity  of  Youth, 

And  all  thy  virtue  didtates,  dare  to  do. 

Still  fcorn,  with  confcious  pride,  the  malk  of  Art; 

On  Vice’s  front  let  fearful  Caution  lour, 

And  teach  the  diffident,  difereeter  part 

•Qf  knaves  that  plot,  and  fools  that  fawn  for  power. 

O  4  So, 
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So,  round  thy  brow  when  age’s  honours  fpread. 

When  Death’s  cold  hand  unitrings  thy  Mafon’s  lyre* 
When  the  green  turf  lies  lightly  on  his  head. 

Thy  worth  lhall  fome  Superior  bard  infpire: 

He,  to  the  ample!!  bounds  of  time’s  domain. 

On  rapture’s  plume  Shall  give  thy  name  to  fly  ; 

For  truft,  with  reverence  truft  this  Sabine  Strain  l 
“  The  mufe  forbids  the  virtuous  man  to  die.” 

ISIS.  AN  ELEGY. 

MDCCXLVIII. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

FAR  from  her  hallow’d  grot,  where  mildly  bright. 

The  pointed  cryilals  Shot  their  trembling  light. 

From  dripping  mofs,  where  fparkling  dew-drops  fell. 
Where  coral  glow’d,  where  twin’d  the  wreathed  Shell, 
Pale  His  lay ;  a  willow’s  lowly  Shade 
Spread  its  thin  foliage  o’er  the  Sleeping  maid; 

Clos’d  was  her  eye,  and  from  her  heaving  breaft 
In  carelefs  folds  loofe  flow’d  her  zonelefs  veil; 

While  down  her  neck  her  vagrant  treSTes  flow. 

In  all  the  awful  negligence  of  woe; 

#er 
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Her  urn  fuftain’d  her  arm,  that  fculptur’d  vafe 
Where  Vulcan’s  art  had  lavilh’d  all  its  grace; 

Here,  full  with  life,  was  heaven-taught  Science  feen, 
Known  by  the  laurel  wreath,  and  mufing  mien: 

There  cloud-crown’d  Fame,  here  Peace  fedate  and  bland, 
Swell’d  the  loud  trump,  and  wav’d  the  olive  wand; 
While  folemn  domes,  arch’d  feades,  and  viftas  green. 

At  well-mark’d  diftance  clofe  the  facred  fcene. 

On  this  the  Goddefs  caft  an  anxious  look. 

Then  dropt  a  tender  tear,  and  thus  fee  fpoke: 

Yes,  I  could  once  with  pleas’d  attention  trace 
The  mimic  charms  of  this  prophetic  vafe  ; 

Then  lift  my  head,  and  with  enraptur’d  eyes 
View  on  yon  plain  the  real  glories  rife. 

Yes,  Ifis !  oft  halt  thou  rejoic’d  to  lead 
Thy  liquid  treafures  o’er  yon  favourite  mead; 

Oft  haft  thou  ftopt  thy  pearly  car  to  gaze. 

While  every  Science  nurs’d  its  growing  bays ; 

While  every  Youth  with  fame’s  ftrong  impulfe  fir’d, 
Preft  to  the  go’al,  and  at  the  goal  untir’d. 

Snatch’d  each  celeftial  wreath,  to  bind  his  brow. 

The  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues  could  beftow. 

Ev’n  now  fond  Fancy  leads  th’  ideal  train, 

And  ranks  her  troops  on  Memory’s  ample  plain ; 

See !  the  firm  leaders  of  my  patriot  line. 

See!  Sidney,  Raleigh,  Hampden,  Somers  feine. 

See  Hough,  fuperior  to  a  tyrant’s  doom, 

Smile  at  the  menace  of  the  Have  of  Rome : 

Each  foul  whom  truth  could  fire,  or  virtue  move. 

Each  breaft,  ftrong  panting  with  its  country’s  love. 


All 
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Ail  that  to  Albion  gave  the  heart  or  head. 

That  wifely  counfell’d,  or  that  bravely  bled. 

All,  all  appear ;  on  me  they  grateful  fmile. 

The  well-eam’d  prize  of  every  virtuous  toil 
To  me  with  filial  reverence  they  bring. 

And  hang  frelh  trophies  o’er  my  honour’d  fpring. 

Ah!  I  remember  well  yon  beaehen  fpray. 

There  Addifon  firll  tun’d  his  polilh’d  lay ; 

’Twas  there  great  Cato’s  form  firft  met  his  eye. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  free-born  majefty; 

“  My  foil,  he  ery’d,  obferve  this  mien  with  awe, 

“  In  folemn  lines  the  ftrong  refemblance  draw; 

“  The  piercing  notes  fliall  llrike  each  Britilh  ear; 

Each  Britilh  eye  fhall  drop  the  patriot  tear! 

“  And  rous’d  to  glory  by  the  nervous  Itrain, 

“  Each  youth  fliall  fpurn  at  Slavery’s  abjeft  reign, 

“  Shall  guard  with  Cato’s  zeal  Britannia’s  laws. 

And  fpeak,  and  aft,  and  bleed  in  Freedom’s  caufe.’s 
The  hero  fpoke  ;  the  bard  affenting  bow’d, 

The  lay  to  Liberty  and  Cato  flow’d ; 

While  Echo,  as  Ihe  rov’d  the  vale  along. 

Join’d  the  flrong  cadence  of  his  Roman  fong. 

But  ah !  how  StiUnefs  liept  upon  the  ground. 

How  mute  Attention  check’d  each  riling  found; 

Scarce  Hole  a  breeze  to  wave  the  leafy  fpray. 

Scarce  thrill’d  fvveet  Philomel  her  lofted:  lay. 

When  Locke  walk’d  mufing  forth;  ev’n  now  I  view 
Majeftic  Wifdom  thron’d  upon  his  brow, 

View  Candor  fmile  upon  his  model!  cheek. 

And  from  hri  eye  all  Judgment’s  radiance  break. 
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*Twas  Here  the  Sage  his  manly  zeal  expreft. 

Here  ftript  vain  Falfhood  of  her  gaudy  veil; 

Here  Truth’s  colle&ed  beams  firfc  fill’d  his  mind. 

Ere  long  to  burft  in  bleflings  on  mankind; 

Ere  long  to  fliew  to  Reafon’s  purged  eye. 

That  “  Nature’s  firft  beft  gift  was  Liberty.” 

Proud  of  this  wond’rous  fon,  fublime  I  flood, 

(While  louder  furges  fwell’d  my  rapid  flood) 

Then  vain  as  Niobe,  exulting  cry’d, 

Iliflus!  roll  thy  fam’d  Athenian  tide; 

Tho’  Plato’s  fteps  oft  mark’d  thy  neighb’ring  glade, 

Tho’  fair  Lyceum  lent  its  awful  fhade, 

Tho’  every  academic  green  imprefl 
Its  image  full  on  thy  refledting  bread. 

Yet  my  pure  dream  fhall  boafl  as  proud  a  name. 

And  Britain’s  Ifis  flow  with  Attic  fame. 

Alas!  how  chang’d!  where  now  that  Attic  boafl! 

See!  Gothic  Licence  rage  o’er  all  my  coaft! 

See!  Hydra  Fadtion  fpread  its  impious  reign, 

Poifon  each  breafl,  and  madden  every  brain : 

Hence  frontlefs  crov.'ds,  that  not  content  to  fright 
The  blufhing  Cynthia  from  her  throne  of  night, 

Blaft  the  fair  face  of  day  ;  and  madly  bold. 

To  Freedom’s  foes  infernal  orgies  hold; 

To  Freedom’s  foes,  ah!  fee  the  goblet  crown’d. 

Hear  plaufive  ftiouts  to  Freedom’s  foes  refound; 

The  horrid  notes  my  refluent  waters  daunt, 

The  Echoes  groan,  the  Dryads  quit  their  haunt; 

Learning,  that  once  to  all  diffus’d  her  beam. 

Now  flieds,  by  ftealth,  a  partial  private  gleam, 

I* 
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fn  fome  lone  cloider’s  melancholy  fhade, 

Where  a  firm  few  fupport  her  fickly  head; 

Telpis’d,  infulted  by  the  barbarous  train. 

Who  fcour  like  Thracia’s  moon-druck  rout  the  plain. 
Sworn  foes  like  them  to  all  the  Mufe  approves. 

All  Phrebus  favours,  or  Minerva  loves. 

Are  thefe  the  fons  my  fodering  bread;  mud  rear, 
•Grac’d  with  my  name,  and  nurtur’d  by  my  care? 

Mud  thefe  go  forth  from  my  maternal  hand 
To  deal  their  infults  thro’  a  peaceful  land. 

And  boad  while  Freedom  bleeds,  and  Virtue  groans. 
That  “  Ifis  taught  rebellion  to  her  fons.” 

Forbid  it,  Heaven!  and  let  my  riling  waves 
Indignant  fwell,  and  whelm  the  recreant  Haves! 

In  England’s  caufe  their  patriot  floods  employ. 

As  Xanthus  delug’d  in  the  caufe  of  Troy. 

Is  this  deny’d  ?  then  point  fome  fecret  way 
Where  far,  far  hence  thefe  guiltlefs  dreams  may  dray  ; 
Some  unknown  channel  lend,  where  Nature  fpreads 
Inglorious  vales,  and  unfrequented  meads. 

There,  where  a  hind  fcarce  tunes  his  ruflic  drain. 
Where  fcarce  a  pilgrim  treads  the  pathlefs  plain, 
Content  I’ll  flow ;  forget  that  e’er  my  tide 
Saw  yon  majedic  firu&ures  crown  its  fide; 

Forget,  that  e’er  my  rapt  attention  hung 
Or  on  the  Sage’s  or  the  Poet’s  tongue ; 

Calm  and  refign’d  my  humbler  lot  embrace. 

And  pleas’d,  prefer  Oblivion  to  Difgrace. 

iW-  i* 
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OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING  POEM. 
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ON  doling  flowers  when  genial  gales  diffule 
The  fragrant  tribute  of  refrelhing  dews ; 

When  chaunts  the  milk-maid  at  her  balmy  pail. 

And  weary  reapers  whiftle  o’er  the  vale ; 

Charm’d  by  the  murmurs  of  the  quivering  lhade. 

O’er  Ifis’  willow-fringed  banks  I  ftray’d : 

And  calmly  mufing  thro’  the  twilight  way. 

In  penlive  mood  I  fram’d  the  Doric  lay. 

When  lo !  from  opening  clouds,  a  golden  gleam 
Pour’d  fudden  fplendors  o’er  the  lhadowy  ftream  5 
And  from  the  wave  arofe  its  guardian  queen. 

Known  by  her  fweeping  Hole  of  glofly  green ; 

While  in  the  coral  crown  that  bound  her  brow. 

Was  wove  the  Delphic  laurel’s  verdant  bough. 

As  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  dimply  flood. 

The  filver-flipper’d  Ifis  lightly  trod, 

From  her  loofe  hair  the  dropping  dew  Ihe  prefs’d, 

4nd  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  addrefs’d. 

No 


(  20  6  ) 

No  more,  my  Ton,  the  rural  reed  employ* 

Nor  trill  the  trifling  drain  of  empty  joy  j 
No  more  thy  love-refounding  fonnets  fuit 
To  notes  of  padoral  pipe  or  oaten  flute. 

For  hark  1  high-thron’d  on  yon  majeftic  walls, 

To  the  dear  Mufe  afdiftea  Freedom  calls : 

V/hen  Freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  flng. 

Why  days  thy  hand  to  flrike  the  founding  Aring  ? 

While  thus,  in  Freedom’s  and  in  Phcebus’  fpite. 

The  veflal  fons  of  flavifh  Cam,  unite; 

To  lhake  yon  towers,  when  Malice  rears  her  crefl. 

Shall  all  my  fons  in  filence  idly  red  ? 

Still  fing,  O  Cam,  your  favourite  Freedom’s  caufe  £ 

Still  boad  of  Freedom,  while  you  break  her  laws: 

To  power  your  fongs  of  gratulation  pay. 

To  courts  addrefs  foft  Flattery’s  foothing  lay. 

What  tho’  your  gentle  Mafon’s  plaintive  verfe 
Has  hung  with  fweeted  wreaths  Mufaeus’  hearfe; 

What  tho’  your  vaunted  bard’s  ingenuous  woe* 

Soft  as  my  dream,  in  tuneful  numbers  flow  ? 

Yet  drove  his  Mufe,  by  Fame  or  Envy  led. 

To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  fider’shead? — 

Mifguided  youth !  with  rude  unclaflic  rage 
To  blot  the  beauties  of  thy  whiter  page; 

A  rage  that  fullies  ev’n  thy  guiltlefs  lays. 

And  blads  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays.' 

Let  Granta  boad  the  patrons  of  her  name. 

Each  pompous  fool  of  Fortune  and  of  Fame: 

Still  of  preferment  let  her  fliine  the  queen. 

Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean; 

Sc 
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Be  hers  each  prelate  of  the  pamper’d  cheek. 

Each  courtly  chaplain  fanftify’d  and  fleck; 

Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhauftlefs  hive 
On  fat  pluralities  fupinely  thrive: 

Still  let  her  fenates 'titled  flaves  revere. 

Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer; 

For  tinfel’d  courts  their  laorel’d  mount  defpife. 

In  liars  and  firings  fuperlative’y  wife: 

No  longer  charm’d  by  Virtue’s  golden  lyre. 

Who  fung  of  old  amid  th’Aonian  choir, 

Where  Cam,  flow  winding  thro’  the  breezy  reed*. 
With  kindly  wave  his  groves  of  laurel  feeds. 

’Tis  ours,  my  fon,  tp  deal  the  facred  bay. 

Where  Honour  calls,  and  Juftice  points  the  way; 

To  wear  the  well-earn’d  wreath  which  Merit  brings. 
And  (natch  a  gift  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Scorning,  and  fcorn’d  by  courts,  yon  Mules’  bower 
Still  nor  enjoys,  nor  alks  the  fmile  of  power. 

Tho’  wakeful  Vengeance  watch  my  cryfial  fpring, 
Tho’  Perfection  wave  her  iron  wing. 

And  o’er  yon  fpiry  temples  as  {he  flies, 

“  Thefe  deftin’d  feats  be  mine,”  exulting  cries  ;■ 

On  Ifis  ftill  each  gift  of  Fortune  waits. 

Still  Peace  and  Plenty  deck  my  beauteous  gates. 

See  Science  walks  with  frelhell  chaplets  crown’d; 
With  fongs  of  joy  my  feftal  groves,  refound; 

My  Mufe  divine  ftill  keeps  her  wonted  fiate. 

The  front  ereft,  and  high  majeftic  gait: 

Green  as  of  old,  each  oliv’d  portal  fmiles. 

And  ftill  the  Graces  build  my  Parian  piles ; 
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My  Gothic  fpires  in  ancient  grandeur  rife. 

And  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  rudi  into  the  ikies-.. 

Ah!  fhould’ft  thou  fall  (forbid  it  heavenly  powers !) 
Daih’d  into  daft  with  all  thy  cloud-capt  towers; 

Who  but  would  mourn  to  Britiih  virtue  dear, 

What  patriot  could  refufe  the  manly  tear! 

What  Britiih  Marius  could  refrain  to  weep 
O’er  mighty  Carthage  fall’n,  a  profir  ate  heap  ! 

Ev’n  late  when  Radcliffe’s  delegated  train 
Aufpicious  (hone  in  Ifis’  happy  plain ; 

When  yon  proud  d  dome,  fair  Learning’s  ample!!  ihrine, 
Beneath  its  Attic  roofs  receiv’d  the  nine; 

Mute  was  the  voice  of  joy  and  loud  applaufe, 

To  Radclifte  due,  and  Ifis’  honour’d  caufe  ? 

What  free-born  crowds  adorn  the  fellive  day. 

Nor  blulh’d  to  wear  my  tributary  bay  ! 

How  each  brave  bread  with  honed  ardors  heav’d. 

When  Sheldon’s  fane  the  patriot  band  receiv’d ; 

While,  as  we  loudly  hail’d  the  chofen  few, 

Rome’s  awful  fenate  rufh’d  upon  our  view! 

O  may  the  day  in  lated  annals  fhine. 

That  made  a  Beaufort,  and  an  Harley  mine: 

Then  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  fcene  awhile. 

The  pomp  of  guiltlefs  date,  the  patriot  toil. 

For  bleeding  Albion’s  aid  the  fage  dedgn. 

To  hold  lhort  dalliance  with  the  tuneful  nine. 

Then  Mufic  left  her  golden  fphere  on  high. 

And  bore  each  drain  of  triumph  from  the  Iky ; 

^  RadcliiFe’s  library. 
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S well’d  the  full  fong,  and  to  my  chiefs  around 
Pour’d  the  full  Pecans  of  mellifluous  found, 

My  Naiads  blythe  the  floating  accents  caught, 
And  liflening  danc’d  beneath  their  pearly  grot  : 

In  gentler  eddies  play’d  my  wanton  wave. 

And  all  my  reeds  their  foftefl  whifpers  gave ; 

Each  lay  with  brighter  green  adorn’d  my  bowers, 
And  breath’d  a  frelher  fragrance  on  my  flowers. 

But  lo!  at  once  the  fwelling  concerts  ceafe. 

And  crowded  theatres  are  hufh’d  in  peace. 

See,  on  yon  Sage  how  all  attentive  ftand. 

To  catch  his  darting  eye,  and  waving  hand, 

Plark!  he  begins,  with  all  a  Tully’s  art 
To  pour  the  didlates  of  a  Cato’s  heart. 

Skill’d  to  pronounce  what  noblefl:  thoughts  infpi.e, 
He  blends  the  fpeaker’s  with  the  patriot’s  fire ; 
Bold  to  conceive,  nor  timorous  to  conceal. 

What  Britons  dare  to  think,  he  dares  to  tell. 

’Tis  his  alike  the  ear  and  eye  to  charm, 

To  win  with  adlibn,  and  with  fenfe  to  warm$ 
Untaught  in  flowery  didtion  to  difpenfe 
The  lulling  founds  of  fweet  impertinence; 

In  frowns  or  fmiles  he  gains  an  equal  prize. 

Nor  meanly  fears  to  fall,  nor  creeps  to  rife  j 
Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  reflor’d. 

Bids  ancient  Juftice  rear  her  radiant  fword; 

From  me,  as  from  my  country,  wins  applaufe, 
And  makes  an  Oxford’s  a  Britannia’s  caufe. 

While  arms  like  thefe  my  ftedfafl  fages  wield, 
While  mine  is  Truth’s  impenetrable  Ihieldj 
VOL.  I.  P 
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Say,  fhall  the  puny  champion  fondly  dare 
To  wage  with  force  like  this,  fcholaftic  war/ 

Still  vainly  fcribble  on  with  pert  pretence, 

With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence  ? 

Say,  fhall  I  fuller  this  domefiic  peft. 

This  parricide  that  wcnflids  a  mother’s  breaft? 

Thus  in  the  ftately  fhip  that  long  has  bore 
Britain’s  vrdtorroas  crofs  from  lhore  to  Ihore, 

By  chance,  beneath  her  clofe  fequefter’d  cells. 

Some  low-born  worm,  a  lurking  mifchief  dwells;- 
Eats  his  blind  way,  and  faps  with  fecret  toil: 

The  deep  foundations  of  the  watrry  pile. 

In  vain  the  foreft  lent  its  ftatelieff  pride. 

Rear’d  her  tall  mail,  and  fram’d  her  knotty  fide 
In  vain  the  thunder’s  martial  rage  (he  flood, 

With  each  fierce  confliflof  the  ftormy  flood  ; 

More  fure  the  reptile’s  little  arts  devour. 

Than  waves,  or  wars,  or  Eurus’  wintry  power. 

Ye  venerable  bowers,  ye  feats  fublime, 

Clad  in  the  mofly  veft  of  fleeting  time; 

Ye  flately  piles  of  old  munificence. 

At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence. 

Where  ancient  Piety,  a  matron  hour. 

Still  feems  to  keep  the  hofpitable  door  ; 

Ye  cloiflers  pale,  that  length’ning  to  the  fight, 

Still  flep  by  ftep  to  mufings  mild  invite; 

Ye  high  arch’d  walks,  where  oft  the  bard  has  caught 
The  glowing  fentiment,  the  lofty  thought ; 

Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praife ; 


Lo 


(  211  ) 

Lo!  your  lov’d  Ifis,  from  the  bordering  vale. 

With  all  a  mother’s  fondnefs  bids  you  hail !— * 

Hail,  Oxford,  hail !  of  all  that’s  good  and  great, 

Of  all  that’s  fair,  the  guardian  and  the  feat; 

Nurfe  of  each  brave  purfuit,  each  generous  aim, 

By  Truth  exalted  to  the  throne  of  Fame! 

Like  Greece  in  fcience  and  in  liberty, 

As  Athens  learn’d,  as  Lacedaemon  free! 

Ev’n  now,  confefs’d  to  my  adoring  eyes. 

In  awful  ranks  thy  facred  Tons  arife; 

With  every  various  flower  their  temples  wreath’d* 

That  in  thy  gardens  green  its  fragrance  breath’d. 

Tuning  to  knightly  tale  his  Britilh  reeds; 

Thy  crowding  bards  immortal  Chaucer  leads: 

His  hoary  head  o’erlooks  the  gazing  choir. 

And  beams  on  all  around  celeftial  fire: 

With  graceful  ftep  fee  Addifon  advance; 

The  fweeteft  child  of  Attic  elegance  : 

To  all,  but  his  belov’d  embrace,  deny’d, 

See  Locke  leads  Reafon,  his  majeftic  bride  : 

See  facred  Hammond,  as  he  treads  the  field. 

With  godlike  arm  uprears  his  heavenly  Ihield, 

All  who,  beneath  the  lhades  of  gentle  Peace, 

Bell  plann’d  the  labours  of  domeliic  eafe; 

Who  taught  with  truth,  or  with  perfuafion  mov*d; 

Who  footh’d  with  numbers,  or  with  fenfe  improv’d ; 

Who  told  the  powers  of  reafon,  or  refin’d, 

All,  all  that  ftrengthen’d  or  adorn’d  the  mind; 

Each  prieft  of  Health,  who  mix’d  the  balmy  bowl. 

To  rear  frail  man,  and  flay  the  fleeting  foul; 

P  *  Alt 
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All  crowd  around,  and  echoing  to  the  Iky, 

Hail,  Oxford,  hail!  with  filial  tranfport  cry. 

Amd  fee  yon  folemn  band!  with  virtuous  aim, 

’Twas  theirs  in  thought  the  glorious  deed  to  frame: 
With  pious  plans  each  mufing  feature  glows. 

And  well-weigh’d  counfels  mark  their  meaning  brews: 
“  Lo!  thefe  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line,” 

Hamden  and  Hooker,-  Hyde  and  Sidney  lhine. 

Thefe  from  thy  fource  the  fires  of  Freedom  caught  r- 
How  well  thy  fons  by  their  example  taught ! 

While  in  each  bread  th’  hereditary  flame 
Still  blazes,  unextinguifh’d  and  the  fame  ! 

Nor  all  the  toils  of  thoughtful  Peace  engage, 

’Tis  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  the  fage. 

I  fee  the  fab’.e-fuited  prince  advance 
With  liilies  crown’d,  the  fpoils  of  bleeding  France,- 
Edward — the  Mufis  in  yon  hallow’d  lhade 
Bound  on  his  tender  thigh  the  martial  blade: 

Bade  him  the  fteel  for  Britifh  Freedom  draw, 

And  Oxford  taught  the  deeds  that  Crefly  faw; 

And  fee,  great  father  of  the  laureat  band. 

The  e  Britifh  King  before  me  feems  to  ftand. 

He  by  my  plenty-crowned  feenes  beguil’d. 

And  genial  influence  of  my  feafons  mild. 

Hither  of  yore  (forlorn,  forgotten  maid) 

The  Mufe  in  prattling  infancy  convey’d; 

From  Gothic  rage  the  helplefs  virgin  bore. 

And  fix’d  her  cradle  on  my  friendly  fliore: 

e  Alfred. ~  Regis  Romm i.  V.  Yirg.  JEn.  6. 
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Scon  grew  the  maid  beneath  his  foftering  hand, 

Soon  pour’d  her  bleflings  o’er  th’  enlighten’d  land. 
Tho’  rude  the  f  dome,  and  humble  the  retreat. 

Where  firft  his  pious  care  ordain’d  her  feat, 

Lo!  now  on  high  Ihe  dwells  in  Attic  bowers, 

And  proudly  lifts  to  heaven  her  hundred  towers. 

He  firft  fair  Learning’s  and  Britannia’s  caufe 
Adorn’d  with  manners,  and  advanc’d  with  laws : 

He  bade  relent  the  Briton’s  favage  heart. 

And  form’d  his  foul  to  focial  fcenes  of  ar-t, 

Wifeft  and  beft  of  kings  !-r-with  ravifh’d  gaze 
Elate  the  long  procefiion  he  furveys : 

Joyful  he  fniiles  to  find,  that  not  in  vain 
He  plann’d  the  rudiments  of  Learning’s  reign: 
Himfelf  he  marks  in  each  ingenuous  breaft. 

With  all  the  founder  in  the  race  expreft: 

With  rapture  views,  fair  Freedom  ftill  furvive 
In'  yon  bright  domes  (ill-fated  fugitive) 

(Such  feen,  as  when  the  goddefs  pour’d  the  beam 
Unfullied  on  his  ancient  diadem) 

Well-pleas’d  that  in  his  own  Pierian  feat 
She  plumes  her  wings,  and  refts  her  weary  feet; 
That  here  at  laft  Ihe  takes  her  favourite  ftand, 

“  Here  deigns  to  linger,  ere  Ihe  leave  the  land.” 

f - Ad  Capitolia  ducit 

Aurca  nunc,  ©limiyivcftribus  horrida  duir.is.  Vif.g.  JE^r. 
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NEWMARKET.  A  SATIRE. 


BY  THE  SAME, 


HI  S  country’s  "hope,  when  now  the  blooming  heir 
Has  left  the  parent’s,  or  the  guardian’s  care; 
Fend  to  poffefs,  yet  eager  to  deftroy. 

Of  each  vain  youth,  fay,  what’s  the  darling  joy? 

Of  each  fond  frolic  what  the  fource.  and  end. 

His  foie  and  firft  ambition  what?— to  fpend. 

Some  ’fquires,  to  Gallia’s  cooks  moll  dainty  dupes. 
Melt  manors  in  ragouts,  or  drown  in  foups : 

This  coxcomb  doats  on  fidlers,  till  he  fees 
His  mortgag’d  mountains  deflitute  of  trees ; 

Convinc’d  too  late,  that  modern  llrains  can  move, 
With  mightier  force  than  thqfe  of  Greece,  the  grove. 
In  headlefs  llatues  rich,  and  ufelefs  urns, 

Marmoreo  from  the  claflic  tour  returns ; 

So  poor  the  vyretch  of  current  coin,  you’d  laugh— 

He  cares  not — if  his  8  Csefars  be  but  fafe. 

Some  tread  the  flipper}'  paths  of  love’s  delights, 
Thefe  deal  the  cards,  or  lhake  the  box  at  White’s. 
To  different  pleafures  different  talles  incline, 

Kor  the  fame  fea  receives  the  rulhing  fwine. 


S  Antique  medals. 
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Th o’  drunk  alike  with  Circe’s  poifonous  bowl. 

In  feparate  flies  the  mimic  monflers  roll. 

But  would  ye  learn,  ye  leifure-loving  ’fquires. 

How  beft  you  may  difgrace  your  prudent  fires  j 
How  fooneft  foar  to  fafhionable  ftiame, 

Be  damn’d  at  once  to  ruin — and  to  fame; 

By  hands  of  grooms  ambitious  to  be  crown’d, 

O  greatly  dare  to  tread  Olympic  ground ! 

Where  fam’d  Newmarket  fpreads  her  tempting  plain, 
There  let  the  chofen  fteed  vi&orious  drain; 

Where  not  h  (as  erft  was  fung  in  manly  lays) 

Men  fly  to  different  ends  thro’  different  ways  j 
Thro’  the  fame  path,  to  the  fame  goal  ye  run. 

And  are,  at  once,  undoing  and  undone. 

Forfeit,  forget  friends,  honour,  and  eflate, 

Lofe  all  at  once — for  what?— to  win  the  plate: 

All  are  betray’d,  and  all  alike  betray, 

To  your  own  beafts,  Aftaeon-like,  a  prey. 

What  dreams  of  conqueft  flulh’d  Hilario’s  breaft. 

When  the  good  knight  at  laft  retir’d  to  reft ! 

Behold  the  youth  with  new-felt  rapture  mark 
Each  pleafing  profpeifl  of  the  fpacious  Park, 

That  Park,  where  beauties  undifguis’d  engage, 

Thofe  beauties  lefs  the  work  of  art  than  age  ; 

h  Alluding  to  thofe  well  known  lines  of  Sir  John  Denhatn,  its 
•Cooper’s  Hill,  on  London. 

At  -  Thro’  feveral  ways  they  run, 

“  Some  to  undo,  and  l'ome  to  be  undone.” 
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In  iimple  date,  where  genuine  Nature  wears 
Her  venerable  drefs  of  ancient  years; 

Where  all  the  charms  of  Chance  with  order  meet. 

The  rude,  the  gay,  the  graceful,  and  the  great. 

Here  aged  oaks  uprear  their  branches  hoar. 

And  form  dark  groves,  which  Druids  might  adore  ' 

Pride  and  fupport  of  Britain’s  conquering  crofs. 

Which  diftant  anceflors  faw  crown’d  with  mofs : 

With  meeting  boughs,  and  deepening  to  the  view^ 

Here  Ihoots  the  broad  umbrageous  avenue: 

Here  various  trees  compofe  a  chequer’d  fcene, 

Glowing  in  gay  diversities  of  green  : 

There  the  full  dream,  thro’  intermingling  glades. 

Shines  a  broad  lake,  or  falls  in  deep  cafcades. 

Nor  wants  th  re  hazle  cople,  or  beechen  lawn. 

To  cheer  with  fun  or  fhade  the  bounding  fawn. 

And  fee  the  good  old  feat,  whofe  Gothic  towers 
Awful  emerge  from  yonder  tufted  bowers; 

W7hofe  rafter’d  hall  the  crowding  tenants  fed. 

And  dealt  to  Age  and  Want  their  daily  bread: 

Where  garter’d  knights,  with  peerlefs  beauties  join’d. 

At  high  ‘and  fo!emn  fedivals  have  din’d ; 

Prefenting  oft  fair  Virtue’s  Alining  talk, 

In  mydic  pageantries,  and  moral  1  mafque. 

i  It  was  a  fafhionable  practice  among  our  ancient  nobility  and  gen¬ 
try,  of  both  fexes,  to  perform  perfonally  in  entertainments  of  this 
kind.  Nothing  could  be  a  more  delightful  or  rational  method  of 
ipending  an  evening  than  this.  Milton’s  Comus  was  thus  exhibited  at 
Jmdlow- Caftle,  in  the  year  1631.  See  Ben  Johnfon’s  Mafjucs. 
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Put  vain  all  ancient  praife,  or  boafts  of  birth, 

V ain  all  the  palms  of  old  heroic  worth  ! 

At  once  a  bankrupt,  and  a  profperous  heir, 

Hilario  bets — Park,  houfe,  diffolve  in  air. 

With  antique  armour  hung,  high  trophied  rooms 
Defcend  to  gamefters,  proftitutes,  and  grooms. 

He  fees  his  fteel-clad  fires,  and  mothers  mild, 

Who  bravely  ihook  the  lance,  or  fweetly  fmil’d. 

All  the  fair  feries  of  the  whifker’d  race, 

Whofe  pidlur’d  forms  the  ftately  gallery  grace. 
Debas’d,  abus’d,  the  price  of  ill-got  gold. 

To  deck  fome  tavern  vile,  at  auftions  fold. 

The  parifh  wonders  at  th’  unopening  door. 

The  chimnies  blaze,  the  tables  groan  no  more. 

Thick  weeds  around  th’  untrodden  courts  arife. 

And  all  the  focial  feene  in  filence  lies. 

Himfelf,  the  lofs  politely  to  repair. 

Turns  atheift,  fuller,  highwayman,  or  player. 

At  length,  the  fcorn,  the  fhame  of  Man  and  God, 

Is  doom’d  to  rub  the  fteeds  that  once  he  rode. 

Ye  rival  youths,  your  golden  hopes  how  vain. 
Your  dreams  of  thoufands  on  the  lifted  plain  ! 

Not  more  fantaftic  k  Sancho’s  airy  courfe. 

When  madly  mounted  on  the  magic  horfe. 

He  pierc’d  heaven’s  opening  fpheres  with  dazzled  eyes. 
And  feem’d  to  foar  in  viftonary  fkies. 

Nor  lefs,  I  ween,  precarious  is  the  meed 
Of  young  adventurers  on  the  Mufe’s  fteed; 

k  Clavileno.  See  Don  Quixote; 
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For  poets  have,  like  you,  their  deftin’d  round. 

And  ours  is  but  a  race  on  claflic  ground. 

Long  time,  foft  Ton  of  patrimonial  eafe, 

Hippolitus  had  eat  firloins  in  peace: 

Had  quaff’d  fecure,  unvex’d  by  toils  or  wife. 

The  mild  Oflober  of  a  rural  life  : 

Long  liv’d  with  calm  domeftic  conquefts  crown’d. 

And  kill’d  his  game  on  fafe  paternal  ground. 

As  bland  he  puff’d  the  pipe  o’er  weekly  news. 

His  bofom  kindles  with  fublimer  views. 

Lo  there,  thy  triumphs,  Taaff,  thy  palms,  Portmore, 
Tempt  him  to  rein  the  fteed,  and  flake  his  ftore. 

Like  a  new  brurfer  on  Broughtonic  fand. 

Amid  the  lifts  our  hero  takes  his  ftand  ; 

Suck’d  by  the  fharper,  to  the  peer  a  prey. 

He  rolls  his  eyes  that  witnefs  huge  difmay; 

When  lo!  the  chance  of  one  unlucky  heat 
Strips  him  of  game,  ftrong  beer,  and  fweet  retreat. 
How  aukward  now  he  bears  difgrace  and  dirt. 

Nor  knows  the  poop's  laft  refuge,  to  be  pert. — * 

The  fhiftlefs  beggar  bears  of  ills  the  worft, 

At  once  with  dullnefs,  and  with  hunger  curft. 

And  feels  the  taftelefs  breaft  equeftrian  fires  ? 

And  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  in  graver  ’fquires? 

In  all  attempts,  but  for  their  country,  bold, 
Britain,  thy  confcript  counfellors  behold  ; 

(For  fome,  perhaps,  by  fortune  favour’d  yet. 

May  gain  a  botough  by  a  lucky  bet) 

Smit  with  the  love  of  the  laconic  boot, 

The  cap  and  wig  fuccinft,  the  filken  fuit. 
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Mere  modern  Phaetons  ufurp  the  reins. 

And  fcour  in  rival  race  Newmarket’s  plains. 

See  fide  by  fide,  the  Jockey  and  Sir  John, 

Difcufs  th’  important  point — of  fix  to  one. 

For  O,  my  Mufe,  the  deep-felt  blifs  how  dear. 

How  great  the  pride  to  gain  a  Jockey’s  ear  l 
See,  lil;e  a  routed  hoft,  with  headlong  pace. 

Thy  Members  pour  amid  the  mingling  race' 

All  alk,  what  crowds  the  tumults  could  produce— 

•  ‘  Is  Bedlam  or  the  commons  all  broke  loofe  ? 

Such  noife  and  nonfenfe,  betcing,  damning,  finking. 
Such  emphafis  of  oaths,  and  claret  drinking  ! 

Like  fchool-boys  freed,  they  run  as  chance  direits. 
Proud  from  a  well-bred  thing  to  rifque  their  necks. 
The  warrior’s  fear  not  half  fo  graceful  feems, 

As,  at  Newmarket,  diflocated  limhs. 

Thy  fages  hear,  amid  th’  admiring  crowd 
Adjudge  the  flakes,  moft  eloquently  loud: 

With  critic  Ikill,  o’er  dubious  bets  prefide. 

The  low  difpute,  or  kindle,  or  decide: 

All  empty  \yifdom,  and  judicious  prate, 

Of  diftanc’d  horfes,  gravely  fix  the  fate. 

Guide  the  nice  conduit  of  a  daring  match. 

And  o’er  th’  equeftrian  rights,  with  care  paternal  watch. 

Mean  time,  no  more  the  mimic  patriots  rife. 

To  guard  Britannia’s  honour,  warm  and  wife: 

No  more  in  fenates  dare  aflert  her  laws, 

J'J’or  pour  the  bold  debate  in  Freedom’s  caufe: 
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Negledt  the  counfels  of  z  finking  land. 

And  know  no  rofirom,  but  Newmarket’s  1  ftand. 

Are  thefe  the  fage  directive  powers  delign’d. 

With  the  nice  fearch  of  a  fagacious  mind. 

In  judgment’s  fcales  the  fate  of  realms  to  weigh, 
Britannia’s  intereft,  trade,  and  laws  furvey? 

O  fay,  when  Ieaft  their  fapient  fch ernes  are  croft,. 

Or  when  a  nation,  or  a  match  is  loft  ? 

Who  dams  and  fires  with  more  exaftnefs  trace. 

Than  of  their  country’s  kings  the  facred  race  : 

Think  London  joumies  are  the  worfc  of  ills. 

And  fet  their  hands  to  articles  for  bills : 

Strangers  to  all  hiftorians  fage  relate. 

Theirs  are  the  memoirs  of  th’  equeftrian  ft  ate : 

Unlkill’d  in  Albion’s  paft  and  prefent  views. 

Who  m  Cheny’s  records  for  Rapin  perufe. 

Go  on,  brave  youths,  till,  in  fome  future  age. 

Whips  fhall  become  the  fenatorial  badge; 

Till  England  fee  her  thronging  fenators 
Meet  all  atWeftminfter,  in  boots  and  fpurs; 

See  the  whole  houfe,  with  mutual  frenzy  mad. 

Her  patriots  all  in  leathern  breeches  clad; 

Of  bets,  for  taxes,  learnedly  debate. 

And  guide,  with  equal  reins,  a  fceed  and  ftate. 

1  A  kind  of  feaffold,  where  is  held  a  confiftory,  made  up  of  leveral 
very  eminent  gentlemen  for  determining  doubtful  cafes  in  the  race, 
&C.  This  place  might  not  improperly  be  called  a  Pandemonium. 

» !n  The  accurate  and  annual  author  cf  an  hiftorical  lift  of  the  run- 
aing-horfes,  &c. 
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How  would  a  virtuous  n  Houhnhym  neigh  difdain,- 
To  fee  his  brethren  brook  th’  imperious  rein; 

Bear  flavery’s  wanton  whip,  or  galling  goad, 

Smoak  thro’  the  glebe,  or  trace  the  dedin’d  road. 

And  robb’d  of  manhood  by  the  murderous  knife, 
Suftain  each  fordid  toil  of  fervile  life. 

Yet  O,  what  rage  would  touch  his  generous  mind,. 
To  fee  his  fons  of  more  than-  mortal  kind ; 

A  kind,  with  each  ingenuous  virtue  bled. 

That  fills  the  prudent  head,  or  valorous  bread. 

Afford  diverfion  to  that  monfler  bafe. 

That  meaned  fpawn  of  man’s  half-monkey  racey 
In  whom  pride,  avarice,  ignorance  confpire. 

That  hated  animal,  a  Yahoo-’ fquire. 

How  are  th’  adventurers  of  the  Britilh  race 
Ghang’d  from  the  chofen  chiefs  of  ancient  days  f 
Who,  warm’d  with  genuine  glory’s  honed  third. 
Divinely  labour’d  in  the  Pythian  dud. 

Theirs  was  the  wreath  that  lifted  from  the  throng,- 
Theirs  was  the  Theban  bard’s  recording  fong. 

Mean  time,  to  manly  emulation  blind. 

Slaves  to  each  vulgar  vice  that  dains  the  mind, 

Gur  Britifh  Therons  'iflue  to  the  race. 

Of  their  own  generous  courfers  the  difgrace. 

What  tho’  the  grooms  of  Greece  ne’er  took  the  odds. 
They  won  no  bets — -but  then  they  foar’d  to  gods; 


And, 
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And  more  an  Hiero’s  palm,  a  Pindar’s  ode; 

Than  all  th’  united  plates  of  George  bellow’d. 

Greece!  how  I  kindle  at  thy  magic  name. 

Feel  all  thy  warmth,  and  catch  the  kindred  flame; 
Thy  folemn  fcenes,  and  awful  vifions  rife, 

In  ancient  grace,  before  my  mufing  eyes. 

Here  Sparta’s  forts  in  mute  attention  hang. 

While  fage  Lycurgus  pours  the  mild  harangue; 
There  Xerxes’  hoft,  all  pale  with  deadly  fear, 
Shrink  at  her  °  fated  hero’s  flalhing  fpear. 

Here,  hung  with  many  a  lyre  of  filver  fixing. 

The  laureat  walks  of  fweet  Iliflus  fpring : 

And  lo  !  where,  rapt  in  beauty’s  heavenly  dream, 
Hoar  Plato  walks  his  oliv’d  Academe.— 

Yet  ah  !  no  more  the  feat  of  art  and  arms 
Delights  with  wifdom,  or  with  virtue  warms. 

Lo!  the  ftern  Turk,  with  more  than  Gothic  rage. 
Has  blafted  all  the  bays  of  ancient  age ; 

No  more  her  groves  by  facred  feet  are  trod, 

Each  Attic  Grace  has  left  the  lov’d  abode. 

Fall’n  is  fair  Greece!  by  Luxury’s  pleafing  bane 
Seduc’d,  Ihe  drags  a  barbarous  foreign  chain. 

Britannia,  watch!  O  trim  thy  withering  bays, 
Remember  thou  haft  rivall’d  Graccia’s  praife. 

Great  Nurfe  of  works  divine!  yet  oh  !  beware 
Left  thou  the  fate  of  Greece,  my  Country,  (hare. 

°  Leonidas. 
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RecalL  thy  wonted  worth  with  confcious  pride. 

Thou  too  hail  feen  a  Scion  in  a  Hyde; 

Mail  bade  thine  Edwards  and  thine  Henryks  rear. 

With  Spartan  fortitude,  the  Rririfii  fpear; 

Alike  hail  feen  thy  forts  deferve  the  meed. 

Or  of  the  moral,  or  the  martial  deed. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  KING  GEORGE  THE  SECOND, 

a  a  i> 

ACCESSION  OF  KING  GEORGE  THE  THIRD. 

ADDRESSED  TO  WILLIAM  PITt,  ES<£- 
BEING  THE  CONCLUDING  COPY  OP  OXFORD  VERSES, 

BY  THE  SAME. 

SO  ilfeam  the  forrows  that  embalm  the  brave. 

The  tears  that  Science  iheds  on  Glory’s  grave  1 
So  pure  the  vows  which  claffic  duty  pays 
To  blefs  another  Brunfwick’s  riiing  rays! — - 
O  Pitt !  if  chofen  drains  have  power  to  ileal 
Thy  watchful  bread  awhile  from  Britain’s  weal; 

If  votive  verfe,  from  facred  Ifis  fent, 

Might  hope  to  charm  thy  ir^anly  mind,  intent 
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Oil  patriot  plans  which  ancient  Freedom  drew* 
Awhile  with  fond  attention  deign  to  view 
This  ample  wreath,  which  all  th’afTembled  Nine 
With  {kill  united  have  confpir’d  to  twine. 

Yes,  guide  and  guardian  of  thy  country’s  caufe ! 
Thy  confcious  heart  {hall  hail  with  juft  applaufe 
The  duteous  Mufe,  whofe  hafte  officious  brings 
Her  blamelefs  offering  to  the  ffirine  of  kings : 

Thy  tongue  well  tutor’d  in  hiftoric  lore. 

Can  {peak  her  office  and  her  ufe  of  yore: 

For  fuch  the  tribute  of  ingenuous  praife 
Her  harp  difpenfed  in  Grascia’s  golden  days ; 

Such  were  the  palms,  in  ides  of  old  renown, 

“She  cull’d  to  deck  the  guiltlefs  monarch’s  crown  j 
When  virtuous  Pindar,  told  with  Tufcan  gore 
How  fcepter’d  Hiero  ftain’d  Sicilia’s  fnore. 

Or  to  mild  Theron’s  raptur’d  eye  difclos’d 
Bright  vales  where  fpirits  of  the  brave  repos’d: 

Yet  ftill  beneath  the  throne,  unbrib’d  fhe  kite, 

The  decent  hand-maid,  not  the  Have  of  ftate ; 
Pleas’d  in  the  radiance  of  the  regal  name 
To  blend  the  luftre  of  her  country’s  fame : 

For,  taught  like  ours,  fhe  dar’d  with  prudent  pride* 
Obedience  from  dependance  to  divide: 

Tho’  princes  claim’d  her  tributary  lays, 

With  truth  fevere  fhe  temper’d  partial  praife; 
Confcious  fhe  kept  her  native  dignity. 

Bold  as  her  flights,  and  as  her  numbers  free. 

And  fure  if  e’er  the  Mufe  indulg’d  herftrains. 
With  juft  regard,  to  grace  heroic  reigns. 
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Where  could  her  glance  a  theme  of  triumph  own 
So  dear  to  fame  as  George’s  trophied  throne  ? 

At  whofe  firm  bafe,  thy  ftedfaft  foul  afpires 
To  wake  a  mighty  nation’s  ancient  fires: 

Afpires  to  baffle  fa&ion’s  fpecious  claim, 

Roufe  England’s  rage,  and  give  her  thunder  aim : 
Once  more  the  main  her  conquering  banners  fweep. 
Again  her  commerce  darkens  all  the  deep. 

Thy  fix’d  refolve  renews  each  fair  decree. 

That  made,  that  kept  of  yore,  thy  country  free. 
Call’d  by  thy  voice,  nor  deaf  to  war’s  alarms. 

Its  willing  youth  the  rural  empire  arms: 

Again  the  lords  of  Albion’s  cultur’d  plains 
March  the  firm  leaders  of  their  faithful  fwains ; 

As  erft  flout  archers  from  the  farm  or  fold. 

Flam’d  in  the  van  of  many  a  baron  bold. 

Nor  thine  the  pomp  of  indolent  debate. 

The  war  of  words,  the  fophiftries  of  ftate; 

Nor  frigid  caution  checks  thy  free  defign, 

Nor  flops  thy  ftream  of  eloquence  divine: 

For  thine  the  privilege,  on  few  beftow’d. 

To  feel,  to  think,  to  fpeak  for  public  good. 

In  vain  Corruption  calls  her  venal  tribes  ; 

One  common  caufe,  one  common  end  preferibes; 
Nor  fear  nor  fraud,  or  fpares  or  fereens  the  foe, 

But  fpirit  prompts,  and  valour  flrikes  the  blow. 

O  Pitt,  while  honour  points  thy  liberal  plan, 

And  o’er  the  minifter  exalts  the  man, 

Ifis  congenial  greets  thy  faithful  fway, 

Nor  fcorns  to  bid  a  ftatefman  grace  her  lay; 

V  o  l  .  I. 
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For  fcience  ftill  is  juftly  fond  to  blend, 

With  thine,  her  practice,  principles,  and  end, 

’Tis  not  for  her,  by  falfe  connections  drawn. 

At  fplendid  Slavery’s  fordid  Ihrine  to  fawn; 

Each  native  effort  of  the  feeling  breaft 
To  friends',  to  foes,  in  fervile  fear,  fuppreft; 

’Tis  not  for  her  to  purchafe  or  purfue 
The  phantom  favours  of  the  cringing  crew; 

More  ufeful  toils  her  ftudious  hours  engage. 

And  fairer  ieffons  fill  her  fpotlefs  page: 

Beneath  ambition,  but  above  difgrace. 

With  nobler  arts  fire  forms  the  rifing  race  : 

With  happier  tafks,  and  lefs  refin’d  pretence. 

In  elder  times  fhe  woo’d  Munificence 
To  rear  her  arched  roofs  in  regal  guife. 

And  lift  her  temples  nearer  to  the  Ikies ; 

Princes  and  prelates  flretch’d  the  focial  band. 

To  form,  diffufe,-  and  fix  her  high  command: 

From  kings  fire  claim’d,  yet  fcorn’d  to  feek  the  prize. 
From  kings,  like  George,  benignant,  juft,  and  wife. 

Lo,  this  her  genuine  lore. - Nor  thou  refufe 

This  humble  prefent  of  no  partial  mufe 

From  that  calm  bower,  which  nurs’d  thy  thoughtful  youth 

In  the  pure  precepts  of  Athenian  truth : 

Where  firft  the  form  of  Britifh  Liberty 
Beam’d  in  full  radiance  on  thy  muftng  eye : 

That  form,  whofe  mien  fublime,  with  equal  awe. 

In  the  fame  firade  unblemifh’d  Somers  faw : 

Where  once  (for  well  fire  lov’d  the  friendly  grove 
Which  every  claffic  Gra?e  had  learn’d  to  rove) 
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Her  whifpers  wak’d  fage  Harrington  to  feign 
The  bleflings  of  her  vifionary  reign  ; 

That  reign,  which  now  no  more  an  empty  theme. 
Adorns  philofophy’s  ideal  dream. 

But  crowns  at  laft,  beneath  'a  George’s  fmile. 

In  full  reality  this  favour’d  ille. 


ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF  KING  GEORGE  THE 
THIRD  AND  QUEEN  CHARLOTTE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

TO  THE  QUEEN. 

WHEN  firft  the  kingdom  to  thy  virtues  due 
Rofe  from  the  billowy  deep  in  aiftant  view; 

When  Albion’s  ifles,  old  ocean’s  peerlefs  pride,  . 

Tower’d  in  imperial  Hate  above  the  tide; 

What  bright  ideas  of  the  new  domain 
Form’d  the  fair  profpeft  of  thy  promis’d  reign  ! 

And  well  with  confcious  joy  thy  break  might  beat. 

That  Albion  was  ordain’d  thy  regal  feat : 

Lo!  this  the  land  where  Freedom’s  facred  rage 
Has  glow’d  untam’d,  thro’  many  a  martial  age. 

0^2  Here 
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Here  patriot  Alfred,  ftain’d  with  Danifh  blood, 
Rear’d  on  one  bafe  the  king’s,  the  people’s  good: 
Here  Henry’s  archers  fram’d  the  ftubborn  bow 
That  laid  Alanzon’s  haughty  holmet  low; 

Here  wak’d  the  flame  that  dill  fuperior  braves 
The  proudeft  threats  of  Gaul’s  ambitious  flaves  : 

Here  chivalry,  flern  fchool  of  valour  old. 

Her  noblefl  feats  of  knightly  fame  enroll’d ; 

Heroic  champions  heard  the  clarion’s  call. 

And  throng’d  the  board  in  Edward’s  banner’d  hall; 
While  chiefs,  like  George,  approv’d  in  worth  alone. 
Unlock’d  chafte  beauty’s  adamantine  zone. 

Lo  !  the  fam’d  ifle,  which  hails  thy  chofen  fway, 
What  fertile  fields  her  temperate  funs  difplay; 

Where  Property  fecures  the  confcious  fwain. 

And  guards,  while  Plenty  gives,  the  golden  grain: 
Hence  ripe  with  flores  her  villages  abound. 

Her  airy  downs  with  fcatter’d  fheep  refound; 

Frefh  are  her  paftures  with  unceafing  rills. 

And  future  navies  crown  her  darkfome  hills. 

To  bear  her  formidable  glory  far. 

Behold  her  opulence  of  hoarded  war  ! 

See,  from  her  ports  a  thoufand  banners  dream. 

On  every  coad  her  vengeful  lightnings  gleam! 
Meantime,  remote  from  Ruin’s  armed  hand. 

In  peaceful  majefly  her  cities  dand; 

Whole  fplendid  domes,  and  tradeful  dreets  declare, 
Their  firmed  fort,  a  king’s  parental  care. 
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And  O !  bled  queen,  if  e’er  the  magic  powers 
Of  warbled  truth  have  won  thy  muling  hours ; 

Here  Poefy,  from  awful  days  of  yore, 

Has  pour’d  her  genuine  gifts  of  raptur’d  lore. 

’Mid  oaken  bowers,  with  holy  verdure  wreath’d. 

In  Druid-fongs  her  folemn  fpirit  breath’d  : 

While  cunning  bards,  at  ancient  banquets,  fung 
Of  Paynim  foes  defy’d,  and  trophies  hung  : 

Here  Spenfer  tun’d  his  myllic  mindrelfy. 

And  drefs’d  in  fairy  robes  a  queen  like  thee. 

Here,  boldly  mark’d  with  every  living  hue. 

Nature’s  unbounded  portrait  Shakefpear  drew: 

But  chief,  the  mournful  group  of  human  woes 
The  daring  artift’s  tragic  pencil  chofe; 

Explor’d  the  pangs  that  rend  the  royal  bread, 

Thofe  wounds  that  lurk  beneath  the  tiflu’d  ved  S 
Lo!  this  the  land,  whence  Milton’s  mufe  of  fire 
High  foar’d  to  deal  from  heaven  a  feraph’s  lyre  ; 

And  told  the  golden  ties  of  wedded  love 
In  facred  Eden’s  amaranthine  grove. 

Thine  too,  majedic  bride  !  the  favour’d  clime. 

Where  Science  fits  enlhriq’d  in  roofs  fublime— — 

D  mark  how  green  her  wood  of  ancient  bays 
O’er  Ids  marge  in  many  a  chaplet  drays ! 

Thither,  if  haply  fome  didinghifh’d  flower 
Of  thefe  mix’d  blooms,  from  that  ambrofial  bower. 

Might  catch  thy  glance,  and,  rich  in  Nature’s  hue. 
Entwine  thy  diadem  with  honour  due; 

Qw3  tf 
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If  feemly  gifts  the  train  of  Phcebus  pay. 

To  deck  imperial  Hymen’s  fefcive  day; 

Thither  thyfelf  fhall  liafte,  and  mildly  -deign 
To  tread  with  nymph-like  ftep  the  confcious  plain: 
Pleas’d  in  the  Mufe’s  nook,  with  decent  pride. 

To  throw  the  fcepter’d  pall  of  ftate  afide, 

Nor  from  the  fhade  fhall  George  belong  away. 

Which  claims  Charlotta’s  love,  and  courts  her  flay.-—— 
Thefe  are  Britannia’s  praifes.  Deign  to  trace. 

With  rapt  reflection  Freedom’s  favourite  racel 
But  tho’  the  generous  ifle,  in  arts  and  arms, 

Thus  hands  fupreme,  in  Nature’s  choicefl  charms; 

Tho’  George  and  conquefl  guard  her  fea-girt  throne. 

One  happier  bleffing  hill  fhe  calls  her  own; 

And,  p  oud  a  frefh  increafe  of  fame  to  view. 

Crowns  all  her  glory  by  pofieffing  you. 


Q  N 
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ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  GEORGE  PRINCE  OF 

WALES. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  AN  INSTALLATION  AT  WINDSOR, 
MDCCLXII. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

IMperial  dome  of  Edward  wife  and  brave ! 

Where  warlike  Honour’s  brighteft  banners  wave; 
At  whofe  proud  tilts,  unmatch’d  for  hardy  deeds. 
Heroic  kings  have  frown’d  on  barbed  Heeds: 

Tho’  now  no  more  thy  crefted  chiefs  advance 
In  arm’d  array,  nor  grafp  the  glittering  lance; 

Tho’  knighthood  boafts  the  martial  pomp  no  more, 
That  grac’d  its  gorgeous  feflivals  of  yore; 

Say,  ftately  dome,  if  e’er  thy  marlhall’d  knights 
So  nobly  deck’d  their  old  majeftic  rites, 

As  when,  high-thron’d  amid  thy  trophied  lhrine, 
George  Ihone  the  leader  of  the  garter’d  line  ? 

Yet  future  triumphs,  Windfor,  Hill  remain  ; 

Still  may  thy  bowers  receive  as  brave  a  train: 

For  lo!  to  Britain  and  her  favour’d  pair, 

Heaven’s  high  command  has  fent  a  facred  heir! 

"  Q*+ 
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Him,  the  bold  pattern  of  his  patriot  fire, 

Shall  fill  with  early  fame  immortal  fire  : 

In  life’s  frefn  fpring,  e’er  buds  the  promis’d  prime 
His  thoughts  fhall  mount  to  virtue’s  meed  fublime: 
The  patriot  fire  fhall  catch  with  fure  prefage 
Each  liberal  omen  of  his  opening  age ; 

Then  to  thy  courts  fhall  lead,  with  confcious  joy. 
In  ftripling  beauty’s  bloom  the  princely  boy  ; 

There  firmly  wreath  the  braid  of  heavenly  die. 
True  Valour’s  badge  around  his  tender  thigh. 
Meantime,  thy  royal  piles  that  rife  elate 
With  many  an  antique  tower,  in  nraffy  date. 

In  the  young  champion’s  rnufing  mind  fhall  raife 
Vaft  images  of  Albion’s  elder  days. 

While,  as  around  his  eager  glance  explores 
Thy  chambers  rough  with  war’s  conftrufted  flores, 
Rude  helms,  and  bruifed  fhields,  barbaric  fpoils 
Of  ancient  chivalry’s  undaunted  toils; 

Amid  the  dufky  trappings  hung  on  high, 

Young  Edward’s  fable  mail  fhall  ftrike  his  eye; 
Shall  fire  the  youth,  to  crown  his  riper  years 
With  rival  Creffys,  and  a  new  Poictiers ; 

On  the  fame  v/all,  the  fame  triumphal  bafe. 

His  own  victorious  monument  to  place. 

Nor  can  a  fairer  kindred  title  move 
His  emulative  age  to  glory’s  love. 

Than  Edward,  laureat  prince.  In  letter’d  truth, 
Oxford,  fage  mother,  fchool’d  this  ftudious  youth: 
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Her  fimple  inftitutes,  and  rigid  lore. 

The  royal  nurlling  unreludlant  bore; 

Nor  Ihunn’d,  at  penfive  eve,  with  lonefome  pace 
The  moonlight  cloyfter’s  checquer’d  floor  to  trace; 
Nor  fcorn’d  to  mark  the  fun,  at  mattins  due. 
Stream  thro’  the  ftoried  window’s  holy  hue. 

And  O,  young  prince,  be  thine  his  moral  pra;fe; 
Nor  feek  in  fields  of  blood  his  warrior  bays. 

War  has  its  charms  terrific.  Far  and  wide 
When  Hands  th’  embattled  hoft  in  banner’d  pride; 
O’er  the  vext  plain  when  the  fhrill  clangors  run. 
And  the  long  phalanx  flalhes  in  the  fun; 

When  now  no  dangers  of  the  deathful  day 
Mar  the  bright  fcene,  nor  break  the  firm  array ; 
Full  oft,  too  ralhly  glows  with  fond  delight 
The  youthful  bread:,  and  afks  the  future  fight  ; 

Nor  knows  that  Horror’s  form,  a  fpedtre  wan. 
Stalks  yet  unfeen  along  the  gleamy  van. 

May  no  fuch  rage  be  thine  :  no  dazzling  ray 
Of  fpecious  fame  thy  ftedfaft  feet  betray. 

Be  thine  domeftic  glory’s  radiant  calm. 

Be  thine  the  fcepter  wreath’d  with  many  a  palm. 
Be  thine  the  throne  with  peaceful  emblems  hung. 
The  filver  lyre  to  milder  conqueft  ftrung! 

Inftead  of  glorious  feats  atchiev’d  in  arms. 

Bid  rifing  arts  difplay  their  mimic  charms : 

Juft  to  thy  country’s  fame,  in  tranquil  days. 
Record  thepaft,  and  roufe  to  future  praife: 
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Before  the  public  eye,  in  breathing  brafs. 

Bid  thy  fam’d  father’s  mighty  triumphs  pafs  : 

Swell  the  broad  arch  with  haughty  Cuba’s  fall. 

And  cloath  with  Minden’s  plain  th’  hiftoric  hall. 

Then  mourn  not,  Edward’s  dome,  thine  ancient  boaft. 
Thy  tournaments,  and  lifted  combats  loft ! 

From  Arthur’s  board,  no  more,  proud  caftle,  mourn 
Adventurous  Valour’s  Gothic  trophies  torn  ! 

Thofe  elfin  charms,  that  held  in  magic  niedit 
Its  elder  fame,  and  dimm’d  its  genuine  light. 

At  length  aiffolve  in  Truth’s  meridian  ray. 

And  the  bright  order  burfts  to  purer  day : 

The  myftic  round,  begirt  with  bolder  peers. 

On  virtue’s  bafe  its  refcued  glory  rears ; 

Secs  civil  prowefs  mightier  afts  atchieve. 

Sees  meek  humanity  diftrefs  relieve; 

Adopts  the  Worth  that  bids  the  conflict  ceafe, 
rAnd  claims  its  honours  from  the  chiefs  of  peace. 
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C  235  ) 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 


PERFORMED  AT  THE  THEATRE  IN  OXFORD,  ON  THE 
SECOND  OF  JULY,  MDCCLI, 

BEING  THE  ANNIVERSARY  APPOINTED  BY  THE  LATE 
LORD  CREW,  BISHOP  OF  DURHAM, 

FOR  THE  COMMEMORATION  OF  BENEFACTORS  TO  THE 
UNIVERSITY. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


r. 

HERE  {hall  the  mufe,  that  on  the  facred  (hell 


V  V  Of  men  in  arts  and  arms  renown’d 
The  folemn  {train  delights  to  fvvell; 

O  !  where  (hall  Clio  chufe  a  race. 

Whom  fame  with  every  laurel,  every  grace, 
Eike  thofe  of  Albion’s  envied  ifle,  has  crown’d? 
Daughter  and  miitrefs  of  the  fea. 


All-honour’d  Albion,  hail ! 


Where-e’er  thy  commerce  Ipreads  the  fwelling  fail. 
Ne’er  fhall  {he  find  a  land  like  thee. 

So  brave,  fo  learned,  and  fo  free ; 


All-honour’d  Albion,  hail ! 


II.  But 


(  *3*  ) 

ii. 

Bat  in  the  princely  land  of  all  that’s  good  and  great. 
Would  Clio  feek  the  moll  diilinguifn’d  feat, 

Moll  blell,  where  all  is  fo  fublimely  bleft. 

That  with  fuperior  grace  o’erlooks  the  reft. 

Like  a  rich  gem  in  circling  gold  enfhrin’d; 

Where  His’  waters  wind 
Along  the  fweeteft  Ihore 
That  ever  felt  fair  Culture’s  hands. 

Or  Spring’s  embroider’d  mantle  wore, 

Lo!  where  majeftic  Oxford  Hands; 

Virtue’s  awful  throne! 

Wifdom’s  immortal  fource ! 

Thee  well  her  beft  belov’d  may  boafting  Albion  own. 
Whence  each  fair  purpofe  of  ingenuous  praife. 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  divine  is  deem’d. 
In  one  unbounded  tide,  one  unremitted  courfe. 

From  age  to  age  has  ftill  fucceflive  ftream’d; 
Where  Learning  and  where  Liberty  have  nurft. 
For  thofe  that  in  their  ranks  have  fhone  the  firft, 
Their  moft  luxuriant  growth  of  ever-blooming  bays. 

III. 

Irt  ancient  days,  when  Ihe  the  queen  endu’d 
With  more  than  female  fortitude, 

Eonduca  led  her  painted  ranks  to  fight; 

Oft-times,  in  adamantine  arms  array’d, 

Fallas  defcended  from  the  realms  of  light. 

Imperial  Britoneffe !  thy  kindred  aid. 


As 
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As  once,  all-glowing  from  the  well-fought  day. 
The  goddefs  fought  a  cooling  llream. 

By  chance,  inviting  with  their  glafly  gleam. 

Fair  Ids’  waters  flow’d  not  far  away. 

Eager  (he  view’d  the  wave. 

On  the  cool  bank  Ihe  bar’d  her  bread* 

To  the  foft  gale  her  locks  ambrofial  gave; 

And  thus  the  watry  nymph  addreft. 

Hear,  gentle  nymph,  whoe’er  thou  art. 

Thy  fweet  refrelhing  ftores  impart; 

A  Gcddefs  from  thy  mo  fly  brink 
Aiks  of  thy  cryftal  ftream  to  drink: 

Lo!  Pallas  alks  the  friendly  gift; 

Thy  coral  crowned  trefles  lift. 

Rife  from  the  wave,  propitious  power, 

O  lillen  from  thy  pearly  bower  ! 

IV. 

Her  accents  Ifis’  calm  attention  caught* 

As  lonesome,  in  her  fecret  cell, 

In  ever- varying  hues,  as  mimic  fancy  taught. 

She  rang’d  the  many-tin£lur’d  {hell: 
Then  from  her  work  arofe  the  Nais  mild; 

She  rofe,  and  fweetly  fmil’d 
With  many  a  lovely  look. 

That  whifper’d  foft  confent: 

She  fmil’d,  and  gave  the  Goddefs  in  her  flood 
To  dip  her  cafque,  tho’  dy’d  in  recent  blood; 
While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  fhe  took. 

Thus  pour’d  the  grateful  fentiment. 


For 


(  ) 

For  this,  thy. flood  the  faireft  name 
Of  all  Britannia’s  ftreams  fhall  glide, 

Bell  favourite  of  the  fons  of  fame, 

Of  every  tuneful  bread:  the  pride: 

For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen. 

Where  now  the  cowflip  paints  the  green 
With  unregarded  grace, 

Her  wanton  herds  where  nature  feeds. 

As  lonefome  o’er  the  breezy  reeds 
She  bends  her  filent  pace; 

Lo !  there,  to  wifdom’s  goddefs  dear, 

A  far-fam’d  city  fhall  her  turrets  rear. 

There  all  her  force  fhall  Pallas  prove; 

Of  claffic  leaf  with  every  crown. 

Each  olive,  meed  of  old  renown. 

Each  ancient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove. 

I’ll  bid  her  blooming  bowers  abound ; 

And  Oxford’s  facred  feats  fhall  tower 
To  thee,  mild  Nais  of  the  flood, 

The  trophy  of  my  gratitude! 

The  temple  of  my  power! 

V. 

Nor  was  the  pious  promife  vain ; 

Soon  illuftrious  Alfred  came. 

And  pitch’d  fair  Wifdom’s  tent  on  Ifis’  plenteous  plain. 
Alfred,  on  thee  fhall  all  the  mufes  wait, 

Alfred,  majeftic  name ! 

Of  all  our  praife  thefpring! 
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Thee 


(  239  ) 


Thee  all  thy  fons  lhall  fing, 
deck’d  with  the  marlhal  and  the  civic  wreath  i 
In  notes  moll  awful  lhall  the  trumpet  breathe 
To  thee,  great  Romulus  of  Learning’s  richeil  Rate- 

vr. 

Nor  Alfred’s  bounteous  hand  alone, 

Oxford,  thy  riling  temples  own: 

Soon  many  a  man  munificent. 

The  prince,  the  prelate,  laurel-crown’d  crowd. 

Their  ample  bounty  lent 
To  build  the  beauteous  monument. 

That  Pallas  vow’d. 

And  now  fhe  lifts  her  head  fublime 
Majeltic  in  the  mofs  of  time; 

Nor  wants  there  Grecia’s  better  part, 

’Mid  the  proud  piles  of  ancient  art, 

Whofe  fretted  fpires,  with  ruder  hand, 

Wainfleet  and  Wickham  bravely  plann’d; 

Nor  decent  Doric  to  difpenfe 
New  charms  ’mid  old  magnificence; 

And  here  and  there  foft  Corinth  weaves 
Her  daedal  coronet  of  leaves ; 

While,  as  with  rival  pride  their  towers  invade  the  £<.y, 
Radcliffe  and  Bodley  feem  to  vye. 

Which  lhall  deferve  the  foremoll  place. 

Or  Gothic  ftrength,  or  Attic  grace. 


VI L  Q 
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vir. 

jr 

O  Ills!  ever  will  I  chant  thy  praife : 

Not  that  thy  fons  have  ftruck  the  golden  lyre 
With  hands  moll  fkilful ;  have  their  brows  entwin’d. 
With  every  faireft  flower  of  Helicon, 

The  fweeteft  fwans  of  all  th’ harmonious  choir  j 
Have  bad  the  mufing  mind 
Of  every  fcience  pierce  the  pathlefs  ways. 

And  from  the  reft  the  wreath  of  wifdom  won ; 

But  that  thy  fons  have  dar’d  to  feel 
For  Freedom’s  caufe  a  facred  zeal ; 

With  Britilh  breaft,  and  patriot  pride. 

Have  ftill  Corruption’s  cup  defy’d; 

In  dangerous  days  untaught  to  fear. 

Have  held  the  name  of  honour  dear. 

VIII. 

But  chief  of  this  illuftrious  day, 

The  Mufe  her  loudeft  Paeans  loves  to  pay. 

Ere  while  ihe  ftrove  with  accents  weak 
In  vain  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme; 

At  length,  by  better  days  of  bounty  chear’d. 

She  dares  unfold  her  wing. 

Hail  hour  of  tranfport  moft  fublime  1 
In  which,  the  man  rever’d 
Immortal  Crew  commands  to  fing, 

And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  ftring  to  fpeak. 


IX.  Bleft 
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IX. 

Blelt  prelate,  hail ! 

Moll  pious  patron,  moft  triumphant  theme! 

From  whofe  aufpicious  hand 
On  Ifis’  towers  new  beauties  beam, 

New  praife  her  nurfing  fathers  gain; 

Immortal  Crew! 

Bleft  prelaw,  hail ! 

Ev’n  now  fir’d  Fancy  fees  thee  lead 
To  Fame’s  high-feated  fane 
The  fhouting  band ! 

O’er  every  hallowed  head 
Fame’s  choice!!  wreaths  fhe  fees  thee  fpread : 
Alfred  fuperior  fmiles  the  folemn  fcenc  to  view ; 
And  bids  the  Goddefs  lift 

Her  loudeft  trumpet  to  proclaim, 

O  Crew!  thy  confecrated  gift, 

And  echo  with  his  own  in  focial  ftrains  thy  name. 


Von.  I.  R  THE 


THE  CHARGE  OF  CYRUS  THE  GREAT. 

BY  RICHARD  ON  ELY,  M.  A. 


WHAT  means  this  awful  fight  ?  why  round'  me  fhine 
Thofe  radiant  glories,  and  that  form  divine'1 
See!  where  commiffion’d  with  fome  dread  command. 

How  fternly  waves  yon  vifionary  hand  ! 

Near  and  more  near  it  beckons,  “  Cyrus,  rife; 

“  The  Gods  remand  thee  to  thy  native  Ikies.” 

Since  thus  the  pleafure  of  imperial  Jove, 

And  folemn  omens  warn  me  from  above; 

Come  then,  ye  fathers,  venerable,  grown, 

Whofe  Heady  counfels  prop  the  Perfian  throne  !’ 

Ye  friends,  long  wedded  to  fair  Virtue’s  caufe. 

And  ye,  my  fons,  whom  filial  duty  awes! 

Attentive  hear,  amidfl:  th’  afifembled  throng. 

The  dying  accents  of  a  monarch’s  tongue. 

I  ceafe  to  live !  yet,  ah !  forbear  to  Ihevv 
The  mad  exprelfons  of  unmanly  woe. 

To  die,  is  to  be  bleft :  this  underftood, 

’Twere  needlefs  mourning  for  the  wife  and  good. 

What  Virtues  charm  us,  or  what  Arts  engage 
In  childhood,  youth,  in  manhood,  or  in  age. 


In 
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Ih  thefe  I  fpent  each  well-diftinguifn’d  day, 

And  itill  purfued,  where  Honour  led  the  way : 
Mine  was  each  gift  kind  fortune  could  afford. 
The  ftatefman’s-  counfel,  or  the  hero’s  fword. 

See,  Alia,  fee  thy  once  ignoble  race. 

What  glory  heightens,  and  what  worthies  grace  ! 
See  Peace  thy  realms  with  fmiling  train  adorn, 

And  Plenty  pour  the  treafures  of  her  horn. 

Yet,  oft  as  Fortune  blew  propitious  gales. 

And  mildeft  Zephyrs  fann’d  my  fwelling  fails, 
Still  Caution  warn’d  me,  anxious  for  the  realm. 
And  Reafon  fear’d  to  quit  her  much-lov’d  helm: 
She  calmly  ftemm’d  Ambition’s  boiflerous  tide, 
And  lower’d  the  projects  of  gigantic  Pride  : 
Hence  unimpair’d  are  all  my  bleffings  now ; 
Hence  frefh  my  laurels  blooming  o’er  my  brow: 
Sage  Forefight  only  keeps  our  conquefts  won  ; 

The  too  fecure  too  furely  are  undone. 

No  claimant  princes  fhall  hereafter  jar, 

(The  bloody  fources  of  inteftine  war) 

For  thus  I  will - both  ye,  my  children,  fhare 

Alike  my  fondnefs,  and  alike  my  care  ! 

Yet  you,  my  eldeft,  to  the  crown  fucceed; 

’Tis  what  thy  father,  what  the  gods  decreed. 
Reflefl,  from  whence  that  facred  power  is  given. 
Its  fount,  the  grand  authority  of  heaven! 

Refleft,  that  monarchs  only  were  defign’d 
To  guard  their  people,  and  to  blefs  mankind! 
Each  royal  mandate  Equity  fhould  bound. 

And  Goodnefs  call  a  fmile  on  all  around. 

R  2 


Nor 
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Nor  lefs,  whilft,  hovering  o’er  th’ embattled  field; 

Her  palms  to  thee  fond  Victory  lhall  yield; 

Let  Mercy  plead:  ho  hero’s  truly  brave 
Without  that  god-like  principle — To  fave: 

Diftrefs  Ihould  bid  our  generous  pity  flow, 

Whilft  Nature  foftens  at  another’s  woe. 

By  me  releas’d,  O  !  how  the  Jewifh  choir 
To  Sion’s  fongs  re-tun’d  the  facred  lyre. 

Which  by  the  p  ftreams  of  Babylon,  unftrung. 

In  late  fad  filence  on  the  willows  hung! 

*3  Difmifs’d  with  prefents  to  their  old  abode. 

To  build  the  temple  of  their  much-lov’d  God, 
r  Each  mouth  was  full  of  laughter  long  unknown ; 

The  joy,  that  fill’d  their  hearts,  o’erflow’d  my  own. 

Thy  breaft,  young  prince,  let  all  thefe  virtues  fire,- 
And  nobly  to  the  world  confefs  thy  fire. 

This  happy  ftate,  that,  from  an  heavenly  plan; 

Forms  every  fcheme  of  happinefs  to  man, 

By  juftice  ’ftablifh,  and  by  arms  defend; 

No  feuds  embroil,  and  no  divifions  rend ! 

Tranfmit  entire,  to  blefs  the  peaceful  home 
Of  nations  now  unborn,  and  monarchs  yet  to  come. 

And  thou,  my  fon,  thou  youngeft,  flialt  command 
The  narrower  confines  of  fame  neighbouring  land. 

P  See  Pfalm  cxxxvii. 

The  famous  edift  of  Cyrus  in  behalf  of  the  Jews,  which  is  here 
alluded  to,  is  recited  in  a  Efdras,  a  Chron.  i.  7. 

1  See  Pfalm  exxvi. 


Tho’ 
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Tho’  larger  realms  thy  brother’s  fway  confefs. 

Thy  peace  is  greater,  as  thy  kingdom  lefs. 

Ambition’s  fpur  ftill  pungent  to  the  foul. 

When  o’er  his  mind  his  father’s  glories  roll; 

Purfuing  clofe  up  Labour’s  craggy  fteep, 

Fame  hard  to  gain,  and  harder  yet  to  keep ; 

Foremoft  in  cares,  as  firft  in  rule  to  fhine; 

Thefe,  thefe  are  his — but  pleafures  all  are  thine. 

And  weak,  Cambyfes,  will  thy  kingdom  prove. 

Without  thg  fcepter  of  thy  people’s  love. 

But  yet  it  alks  thy  caution,  all  thy  care. 

Thy  fubje&s  when  to  court,  and  when  beware: 

Not  true  by  nature,  man,  whate’er  he  boaft, 

Moft  faithful  feeming,  may  deceive  the  moil. 

Be  thine  the  well-try’d  flatefman,  prudent,  juft, 

Unfway’d  by  lucre,  unenflav’d  by  lull; 

Who  public  good  prefers  to  private  ends, 

Whofe  truth  diretfts  you,  and  whofe  zeal  defends. 

Then  no  fad  murmurs  can  fufpicion  raife ; 

Admiring  Anarchy  itfelf  obeys; 

Bafe  Tre.  fon  dreads  infernal  plots  to  lay. 

And  calm’d  Rebellion  looks  her  rage  away. 

This  once,  O  ’  Daniel,  was  thy  god-like  part. 

Thy  head  as  learn’d,  as  was  fincere  thy  heart. 

Tho’  fullen  Jealoufy  oft  curs’d  thy  name. 

And  Envy  plann’d  the  ruins  of  thy  fame, 

s  The  prophet  Daniel  was  prime  minifter  about  feventy  years  to  the 
princes  of  Babylon,  of  whom  Cyrus  was  the  laft,  who  engaged  him  in 
his  fervice,  in  which  he,  very  probably,  died. 
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Thy  fpotlefs  honour  cou’d  the  mouth  defy 
Of  deadly  lions,  or  the  deadlier  fpy. 

Chiefs,  fuch  as  thou,  bed  guard  each  prince’s  caqfe 
Whom  conference  binds,  and  whom  religion  awes. 

Thy  friends  promote,  thy  brother  fird  of  thefe. 
Advancing  mod  his  honour,  intered,  eafe  ; 

So  fhall  his  foul  with  kindred  paffions  burn, 

And  grateful  friendfhip  make  the  beft  return ; 
Faithful  alike  his  counfels  and  his  arms, 

When  peace  fhall  blefs  you,  or  when  v/ar  alarms. 

Eut,  O!  if  where  refpeft  her  balms  fhould  bring, 
Pride  rears  her  cred,  and  Envy’s  adders  ding; 

If  royal  brothers,  when  fome  fiend  infpires. 

When  Anger  prompts,  or  when  Ambition  fires. 
Divide  themfelves,  and  with  imperious  awe 
Their  people’s  hearts  to  different  fa&ions  draw ; 
Then  foon  will  Peace,  that  guardian  Goddefs,  fail. 
And  injur’d  Judice  drop  her  equal  fcale  ; 

Faith,  heavenly  gued,  forfake  her  wonted  dand. 
And  Truth  indignant  flee  the  guilty  land; 

In  Concord’s  temple  wild  Contention  reign, 

And  madning  Fury  clank  her  broken  chain; 

Her  lights  fequefler’d  Freedom  fhall  deplore. 

And  Mercy’s  grand  afylum  be  no  more. 

O!  then,  my  fons,  by  that  great  God  above! 

By  filial  duty!  by  paternal  love'! 

Let  facred  Friendi’nip  with  you  ever  grow, 

The  bed  of  bleffings  earth  contains  below. 

Nor  think,  when  this  poor  life  away  fhall  flee. 
Your  royal  father  never  more  mud  be. 
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Tho’  'in  our  breaft  the  foul’s  unfeen,  ’tis  clear 
A  foul  immortal  has  exiftence  there. 

■Or  whence  has  Aftion  its  energic  fpring  ? 

■Or  whence,  Reflettion,  thy  excurfive  wing  ? 

Whence  all  the  dreadful  fcene  of  Horror  fpread  ‘ 
Around  the  trembling  murderer’s  guilty  head  ? 

Or  why  does  thus,  when  mortals  dare  to  fin. 
Vindictive  Confcience  ply  the  1  afh  within? 

Why  o’er  the  grave  thofe  glaring  trophies  blaze  ? 
Why  all  the  pomp  of  monumental  praife? 

Vain  were  the  lofty  Mufe’s  epic  drain. 

Vain  the  fad  dirge,  the  rifing  column  vain. 

If  human  fouls  mortality  mud  lhare. 

And  at  the  lad  but  vanifli  into  air. 

Our  third  for  Truth,  which  cannot  here  abate, 
Points  out  fome  clearer,  fome  more  perfect  date ; 
Whild  longing  Hope  dill  bids  us  calmly  die. 

And  take  our  fair  polfeflion  of  the  Iky. 

See  Innocence  with  various  cares  didrefs’d. 

Unfed,  uncloath’d,  unmanfion’d,  and  opprefs’d ! 

See  moded  Worth,  ’midd  troubles  undeferv’d  ! 
Admir’d,  repuls’d!  jud  pity’d,  prais’d,  and  darv’d ! 
Yet  dill  rejoice  the  fons  of  virtuous  Woe, 

Tho’  profperous  Vice  triumphant  reigns  below; 

On  Honour’s  mount  tho’  glares  the  perjur’d  chief, 
They  walk  contented  thi^’  the  vale  of  grief! 

— It  mud  be  fo — what  Reafoner  can  believe. 

That  fouls,  when  freed  from  bodies,  ceafe  to  live? 
Let  Age  the  weak  corporeal  frame  dedroy. 

The  foul  furvives - this,  this  can  never  die; 
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Whilft  that  ina&ive  moulders  in  the  tomb. 

This  ftill  lhall  flourilh  in  immortal  bloom. 

Purg’d  from  all  earthly  drofs,  for  ever  rove 
Thro’  all  th’ unbounded  trafls  of  happinefs  above. 

When  drovvfy  flumbers  o’er  the  fpirits  creep, 

Kefleft,  what  Death  is,  from  its  image,  Sleep', 

In  airy  dreams  the  foul  then  wings  its  way. 

Freed  from  the  dull  impediments  of  clay, 

Holds  converfe  fweet  with  every  kindred  power. 

In  myrtle  grove,  or  amaranthin  bower ; 

Thro’  worlds  unknown  quick  darts  the  vital  flame. 

And  traverfes  all  heaven,  from  whence  it  came. 

But  yet  if,  with  the  body,  rigid  Fate 
The  foul’s  exiftence  Ihould  annihilate, 

(How,  when  fond  thoughts  the  pjeaflng  theme  purfue. 
Does  anxious  1  Doubt  thus  terminate  the  view!) 

Yet  ftill  to  God  let  pure  devotion  rife. 

All-powerful,  juft,  all-merciful  and  wife; 

Whofe  piercing  eye  each  fecret  fraud  detedls; 

Whofe  wifdom  governs,  and  whofe  care  direfts ; 

That  Time,  nor  Fate  hath  in  confufion  hurl’d 
The  beauty,  order,  grandeur  of  the  world. 

1  The  notions  of  the  wifeft  heathens  concerning  a  future  ftate  were 
mixed  with  fuch  doubts  and  uncertainties,  that  the  ftrongeft  exprcfGons 
of  their  philofophers  upon  this  fubjeft  are  little  better  than  mere  feepti- 
eifm,  when  compared  to  the  aifeoveries  of  the  gofpel,  which  alone  has 
brought  life  and  immortality  to  their  fulleft  light. 

Hence, 
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Hence,  where  fome  u  mountain,  awful  to  the  fight,, 

Rears  its  rude  fummit  to  yon  realms  of  light, 

Let  humble  prayer,  propitiating  the  Iky, 

The  body  profirate,  or  uplift  the  eye ; 

There  glad  thankfgiving  grateful  altars  raifel 
There  choral  Paeans  fwell  the  fong  of  praife! 

Let  no  Corruption  near  thy  palace  fpread, 

Nor  dire  Oppreffion  rear  her  iron  head. 

There  heaven-born  virtues  lhall  attrafl  the  fight. 

Peace,  Love,  and  Charity,  divinely  bright ; 

There  Bounty,  guided  by  x  Difcretion’s  hand. 

Shall  deal  her  favours  to  a  grateful  land: 

There  Truth  lhall  fmile,  in  awful  Hate  enlhrin’d. 

The  fair  refemblance  of  th’  eternal  mind. 

There  Mercy  lhall  vouchfafe  her  milder  word; 

There  Jullice  brandilh  her  impartial  fword. 

Shall  right  the  injur’d,  and  the  weak  defend. 

Each  orphan’s  guardian,  and  each  widow’s  friend. 

Purfue,  great  prince,  purfue  th’ important  plan; 

Be  fear’d,  as  monarch;  but  be  lov’d,  as  man. 

And  when  my  foul,  fair  tenant,  flies  away 
From  this  frail  manfion  mouldering  to  decay, 

u  The  Perfians  generally  performed  their  religious  exercifes  in  the 
open  air,  on  high  places;  as  thinking  it  derogatory  from  the  majefly  of 
the  deity,  to  Ihut  that  God  up  within  walls,  who  (hould  have  the  earth 
for  his  altar,  and  the  whole  world  for  his  temple. 

x  It  is  a  fine  compliment,  that  Pliny  pays  to  the  munificence  of  the 
emperor  Trajan,  —  Augeo  principis  munus,  cpjum  oflendo  liberalitati 
ejus  inefle  rationem.  Piin.  Paneg.  Traj. 

No 
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No  codly  pile  with  funeral  grandeur  burn. 

Nor  cull  ray  allies  for  the  pompous  urn; 

Far  other  honours  let  thefe  relics  have, 

The  low-delv’d  chamber  of  fome  filent  grave; 

Where,  when  our  gloomy  long  abode  we  fix. 

The  human  particles  with  earthly  mix, 

Whild  beyond  fate,  and  fortune’s  fartheft  line. 

For  ever  lives  the  particle  divine. 

Yet  make  my  ?  tomb  to  future  ages  known, 

And  with  a  modeft  verfe  infcribe  the  done : 

The  verfe  lhall  preach  fome  moral  truth  to  man — ■ 
te  That  fortune’s  various,  or  that  life’s  a  Ip  a  n ; 

“  That  vain  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  date, 

“  That  weak  the  mighty,  and  that  frail  the  great; 

Grandeur  a  bubble!  honours  empty  all! 

That  heroes  perifh,  and  that  monarchs  fall.” 

And  now,  my  friends,  receive  the  parting  view! 

Prefs  my  chill’d  hand,  and  bid  the  lad  adieu  ! 

■Call  my  dear  Perfians  round  the  folemn  bier. 

And  you,  my  2  fellow-foldiers,  you  be  there! 

y  Plutarch  tells  us,  that  Alexander,  upon  his  fird  coming  into  Ada, 
found  the  fepufehre  of  Cyrus  inferibed  with  an  epitaph ;  and  was  ex¬ 
ceedingly  affected  with  fo  ferious  a  lefion  upon  the  inftability  of  all  hu¬ 
man  affairs.  Plut.  Life  of  Alex. 

z  Cyrus’s  remarkable  humanity,  munificence,  and  affability  to  his 
foldiery,  are  frequently  mentioned  by  Xenophon  ;  his  harangues  to  them, 
before  any  miiitary  enterprize,  are  particularly  fine;  himfelf  and  his 
whole  army  went  to  prayers,  fling  an  hymn,  and  performed  other  du¬ 
ties  to  heaven,  before  and  after  battle,  and  always  made  the  firft  onfet 
in  the  name  of  Hsu;  Salcj  xat  Hysy.iev,  that  is,  his  country  god,  the 
protestor  and  leader. 
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With  me  who  brav’d  Arabia’s  pathlefs  lands. 

Bleak  Scythia’s  coafts,  and  India’s  burning  lands; 

While  ftrew’d  on  heaps  around  the  foaming  Heed, 

Or  groan’d  th’  Aflyrian,  or  expir’d  the  Mede. 

Brave  troops !  by  whom,  as  heaven  protedling  led. 

Great  Crcefus  fell,  and  proud  Bellhazzar  bled. 

But  now,  frail  Health,  how  wan  thy  rofes  feem! 

In  flower  currents  flows  the  purple  flream  : 

No  more  this  breaft  with  martial  rage  fhall  glow. 

Nor  rufh  all  vengeance  on  the  adverfe  foe  ; 

No  more  this  arm  the  flaming  faulchion  wield. 

Or  gather  laurels  from  the  well-fought  field ; 

No  more — for  fee  the  dire  difeafe  prevail, 

My  nerves  all  tremble,  all  my  fpirits  fail! 

- Ah,  why  thofe  cries  ?  fee  lovely  Reafon  near 

To  calm  the  foul,  and  wipe  oit  every  tear, 

O!  rather  all  your  wonted  joys  renew! 

If  life  I  leave,  I  leave  its  troubles  too.: 

For,  if  my  happy  foul  to  God  afeends. 

Or  in  mere  nothing  if  my  being  ends. 

Death  foon  fhall  waft  me  to  fome  unknown  fliore. 

Where  labours  end,  and  forrows  are  no  more: 

Where  patriot  heroes  in  the  peaceful  fliade 
No  fadlions  threaten,  and  no  foes  invade; 

Where  long  oblivion,  ending  anxious  ftrife. 

Stills  the  wild  hurry  of  a  noify  life; 

Or  where  all  joys  with  heart-felt  eafe  abound, 

Whilfl  youthful  fpring  for  ever  blooms  around. 

Come  then,  dear  pledges  of  connubial  joy, 

Pome,  give  the  fond  embrace*  and  let  rne  die; 

Next, 
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Next,  to  your*  mother  alt  this  feene  impart; 

How  will  it  wound,  fad  tale!  her  tender  heart! 

Her  heart  by  grief  too  delicately  mov’d, 

For  ever  loving,  and  for  ever  lov’d. 

Ah  f  now  what  eale  employs  her  fofter  hours. 

Near  murmuring  fountains,  or  in  cooling  bovvers 
At  Sufa’s  royal  court  ?  what  princely  care 
Far  from  her  dying  lord  detains  my  fair? 

Where  now  that  tongue,  that  never  ceas’d  to  charm? 
Where  the  foft  fmile,  that  licknefs  could  difarm  ? 

Or  where  the  hands  my  weary  eyes  to  clofe. 

The  laft  kind  ofhce  in  my  laft  repofe? 

How  oft  I  nam’d  her  with  my  lateft  breath, 

How  blefs’d  her  abfent,  in  the  midft  of  death. 

Ye  Confcious  Ikies,  ye  lights  celeftial,  tell ! 

Farewel,  O  lovelieft  of  thy  fex,  farewell 

Farewel,  my  chiefs!  in  my  example  fee 

What  monarch,  general,  patriot,  friend,  fhould  be. 

*  Cyrus  married  the  daughter  of  Cyaxares ;  who  was  a  very  beauts- 
fiit  young  princefs,  and  had  the  kingdom  of  Media  for  her  portion. 
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WRITTEN  AT  THE  APPROACH  OP  SPRING; 
BY  JOHN  SCOTT,  ESQ^ 

STERN  Winter  hence  with  all  his  train  removes; 

And  chearful  Ikies  and  limpid  ftreams  are  feenj 
.Thick-fprouting  foliage  decorates  the  groves } 
Reviving  herbage  robes  the  fields  in  green. 

Yet  lovelier  fcenes  lhall  crown  th’ advancing  year; 

When  blooming  Spring’s  full  bounty  is  difplay’d  j 
The  fmile  of  beauty  every  vale  fhall  wear; 

The  voice  of  fong  enliven  every  fliade. 

O  Fancy,  paint  not  coming  days  too  fair! 

Oft  for  the  profpedls  fprightly  May  Ihould  yield; 
Rain-pouring  clouds  have  darken’d  all  the  air, 

Or  fnows  untimely  whiten’d  o’er  the  field : 

Rut  Ihould  kind  Spring  her  wonted  bounty  lhower. 
The  (mile  of  beauty  and  the  voice  of  fong; 

If  gloomy  thought  the  human  mind  o’erpower, 

Ev’n  vernal  hours  glide  unenjoy’d  along. 


I  Ihun 
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I  fhun  the  fcenes  where  maddening  Paflion  raves. 
Where  Pride  and  Folly  high  dominion  hold. 

And  unrelenting  Avarice  drives  her  flaves 
O’er  prollrate  Virtue  in  purfuit  of  gold: 

The  grafly  lane,  the  wood-furrounded  field, 

The  rude  Hone-fence  with  fragrant  wall-flowers  gay. 

The  clay-built  cot,  to  me  more  pleafure  yield 
Than  all  the  pomp  imperial  domes  difplay; 

And  yet  ev’n  here  amid  the.e  fecret  fliades, 

Thefe  Ample  fcenes  of  unreprov’d  delight. 

Affliction's  iron  hand  my  breaft  invades. 

And  Death’s  dread  dart  is  ever  in  my  fight. 

While  genial  funs  to  genial  Ihcfwers  fucceed ; 

(The  air  all  mildnefs,  and  the  earth  all  bloom) 

While  herds  and  flocks  range  fportive  o’er  the  mead,' 
Crop  the  fweet  herb,  and  fnuff  the  rich  perfume  j 

O  why  alone  to  haplefs  man  deny’d 
To  tafle  the  blifs  inferior  beings  boaft ! 

O  why  this  fate  that  fear  and  pain  divide 

His  few  fhort  hours  on  earth’s  delightful  coaft  I 

Ah  ceafe — no  more  of  Providence  complain  ! 

’Tis  fenfe  of  guilt  that  wakes  the  mind  to  woe. 

Gives  force  to  fear,  adds  energy  to  pain, 

And  palls  each  joy  by  heaven  indulg’d  below: 


Why 
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Why  elfe  the  fmiling  infant  train  fo  bleft, 

Ere  dear-bought  knowledge  ends  the  peace  within. 

Or  wild  defire  inflames  the  youthful  bread. 

Or  ill  propenfion  ripens  into  fin  ? 

As  to  the  bleating  tenants  of  the  field, 

As  to  the  fportive  warblers  on  the  trees. 

To  them  their  joys  fincere  the  feafons  yield. 

And  all  their  days  and  all  their  profpe&s  pleafe; 

Such  joys  were  mine  when  from  the  peopled  fireets. 
Where  on  Thamefis’  banks  I  liv’d  immur’d. 

The  new  blown  fields  that  breath’d  a  thoufand  fweets. 
To  Surry’s  wood-crosvn’d  hills  my  Heps  allur’d: 

Q  happy  hours,  beyond  recovery  fled! 

What  lhare  I  now  “  that  can  your  loft  repay,” 

While  o’er  my  mind  thefe  glooms  of  thought  are  fpread. 
And  veil,  the  light  of  life’s  meridian  ray  ? 

I 

Is  there  no  power  this  darknefs  to  remove  ? 

The  long-loft  joys  of  Eden  to  reftore. 

Or  raife  our  views  to  happier  feats  above. 

Where  Fear,  and  Pain,  and  Death  Ihall  be  no  more?' 

Yes,  thofe  there  are  who  know  a  Saviour’s  love 
The  long-loft  joys  of  Eden  can  reftore. 

And  raife  their  views  to  happier  feats  above. 

Where  Fear,  and  Pain,  and  Death  Ihall  be  no  more: 


Thefe 
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Thefe  grateful  lhare  the  gift  of  Nature’s  hand. 
And  In  the  varied  fcenes  that  round  them  (hine, 

(The  Fair,  the  Rich,  the  Awful,  and  the  Grand) 
Admire  th’  amazing  workmanfhip  divine. 

Blows  not  a  flow’ret  in  th’  enamel’d  vale. 

Shines  not  a  pebble  where  the  rivulet  ftrays ; 

Sports  not  an  infe£t  on  the  fpicy  gale. 

But  claims  their  wonder  and  excites  their  praile. 

For  them  ev’n  vernal  nature  looks  more  gay. 

For  them  more  lively  hues  the  fields  adorn  j 

To  them  more  fair  the  fairefi:  fmile  of  day. 

To  them  more  fweet  the  fweeteft  breath  of  morri. 


They  feel  the  blifs  that  hope  and  faith  fupply ; 

They  pafs  ferene  th’  appointed  hours  that  bring 
The  day  that  wafts  them  to  the  realms  on  high* 
The  day  that  centers  in  eternal  fpring. 


kj i 


ELEGY 


(  257  ) 


E 


L 


E 


G 


Y. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  HOT  WEATHER,  JULY  MDCCLVIT. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


THREE  hours  from  noon  the  puffing  fhadow  fhows. 
The  fultry  breeze  glides  faintly  o’er  the  plains, 
The  dazzling  aether  fierce  and  fiercer  glows, 

And  human  nature  fcarce  its  rage  fuftains. 

Now  frill  and  vacant  is  the  dufty  ftreet, 

And  ftill  and  vacant  where  yon  fields  extend, 

-Save  where  thofe  fwains,  opprefs’d  with  toil  and  Iieaf, 
The  graffy  harveft  of  the  mead  attend. 

Loft  is  the  lively  afpefc  of  the  ground, 

Low  are  the  fprings,  the  reedy  ditches  dry ; 

No  verdant  fpot  in  all  the  vale  is  found. 

Save  what  yon  ftream’s  unfailing  ftores  fupply. 

Where  are  the  flowers  that  made  the  garden  gay  ? 

Where  is  their  beauty,  where  ^heir  fragrance  fled  ? 
Their  ftems  relax,  fall  fall  their  leaves  away. 

They  fade  and  mingle  with  their  dufty  bed  : 
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All  but  the  natives  of  the  torrid  zone. 

What  Afric’s  wilds,  or  Peru’s  fields  difplay. 

Pleas’d  with  a  clime  that  imitates  their  own, 

They  lovelier  bloom  beneath  the  parching  ray. 

Where  is  wild  nature’s  heart-reviving  fong, 

That  fill’d  in  genial  Spring  the  verdant  bowers? 

Silent  in  gloomy  woods  the  feather’d  throng 
Pine  thro’  this  long,  long  courfe  of  fultry  hours. 

Where  is  the  dream  of  blifs  by  Summer  brought? 

The-  walk  along  the  riv’let-water’d  vale  ? 

The  field  with  verdure  clad,  with  fragrance  fraught,. 

The  fun  mild-beaming,  and  the  fanning  gale  ? 

The  weary  foul  Imagination  chears, 

Her  pleafing  colours  paint  the  future  gay;  ; 

Time  puffes  on,  the  truth  itfelf  appears, 

The  pleafing  colours  inilant  fade  away : 

In  different  feafons  different  joys  we  place, 

And  thefe  fha-11  Spring  fupply,  and  Summer  thefe; 

Yet  frequent  ftorms  the  bloom  of  Spring  deface. 

And  Summer  fcarcely  brings  a  day  to  pleafe. 

O  for  fome  fecret  fhady  cool  recefs  1 

Some  Gothic  dome  o’erhung  with  darkfome  treesr 
Where  thick  damp  walls  this  raging  heat  reprefs ; 

Where  the  long  ifle  invites  the  lazy  breeze: 

But 
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Bat  why  theft  plaints? — amid  his  wades  of  fand, 

Far  more  than  this  the  wandering  Arab  feels; 

Far  more  the  Indian  in  Coiambus’  land, 

While  Phoebus  o’er  him  rolls  his  fiery  wheels: 

Far  more  the  fenfible  of  mind  fufiains, 

Rack'd  with  the  poignant  pangs  of  fear  or  fhame 

The  hopeleft’  lover,  bound  in  beauty’s  chains, 

And  he,  .whom  envy  robs  of  hard-earn’d  fame: 

He,  who  a  father  or  a  mother  mourns. 

Or  lovely  confort  lod  in  early  bloom,. 

He,  whom  the  dreaded  rage  of  fever  burns, 
Orjlow  difeafe  leads  lingering  to  the  tomb. — • 

Led  man  fhould  fink  beneath  the  prefent  pain ; 

Led  man  fhould  triumph  in  the  prefent  joy ; 

For  hifn  th’ unvarying  “  Laws  of  heaven  ordain,” 
Hope  in  his  ills,  and  to  his  blifs  alloy. 

Fierce  and  opprefiive  is  the  fun  we  fhare. 

Yet  not  unufeful  to  our  humid  foil; 

Hence  fhall  our  fruits  a  richer  flavour  bear, 

Hence  fhall  our  plains  with  riper  harveds  fmile: 

Reflefl  and  be  content— for  mankind’s  good 

Heaven  gives  the  due  degrees  of  drought  or  rain  ; 

To-morrow  ceafelefs  fhowers  may  fwell  the  flood. 
Nor  foon  yon  fun  rife  blazing  fierce  again  : 
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Ev‘n  now  behold  the  grateful  change  at  hand. 

Hark,  in  the  eaft  loud  bluftering  gales  arife; 

Wide  and  more  wide  the  darkening  clouds  expand. 
And  aiilant  lightnings  flafh  along  the  Ikies : 

O  in  the  awful  concert  of  the  llcrm. 

While  hail  and  rain,  and  wind  and  thunder  join ! 
Let  the  great  Ruler’s  praife  my  fong  inform, 

Let  wonder,  reverence,  gratitude  be  mine. 

E  L  E  G  Y, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  HARVEST. 

BY  THE'  SAM  E. 


FAREWEL  the  pleafant  violet-fcmted  fhade; 

The  primros’d-hiil,  and  daify-mantled  mead  ; 
The  furrow’d  land,  with  fpringing  corn  array’d  ; 
The  funny  wall,  with  bloomy  branches  fpread : 

Farewel  the  bower  with  blulhing  rofes  gay; 

Farewel  the  fragrant  trefoil-purpled  field; 

Farewel  the  walk  thro’  rows  of  new-mown  hay. 
When  evening  breezes  mingled  odours  yield! 


Farewel 
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Farewel  to  thefe - now  round  the  lonely  farms. 

Where  jocund  Plenty  deigns  to  fix  her  feat; 

Th’  autumnal  landfcape  opening  all  its  charms. 
Declares  kind  Nature’s  annual  work  compleat. 

In  different  parts  what  different  views  delight, 

Where  on  neat  ridges  waves  the  golden  grain; 

Or  where  the  bearded  barley  dazzling  white. 

Spreads  o’er  the  fteepy  flope  or  wide  champain. 

The  fmile  of  Morning  gleams  along  the  hills;  * 

And  wakeful  Labour  calls  her  fans  abroad; 

They  leave  with  chearful  look  their  lowly  vills, 

And  bid  the  fields  refign  their  ripen’d  load. 

To  various  talks  addrefs  the  ruftic  band. 

And  here  the  fcythe,  and  there  the  fickle  wield ; 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  (heaves  along  the  land; 

Or  range  in  heaps  the  produce  of  the  field. 

Some  build  the  fhocks,  fome  load  the  fpacious  wains. 
Some  lead  to  fheltering  barns  the  fragrant  corn. 

Some  form  tall  ricks  that  towering  o’er  the  plains. 
For  many  a  mile  the  rural  yards  adorn. — 

Th’  inclofure  gates  thrown  open  all  around. 

The  Hubble’s  peopled  by  the  gleaning  throng, 

The  rattling  car  with  verdant  branches  crown’d. 

And  joyful  fwains  that  raife  the  clamorous  fong, 

S3 
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Scrn  mark  glad  harvefl  o’er — Ye  rural  lords. 

Whole  wild  domains  o’er  Albion’s  ifle  extend; 

Think  whofe  kind  hand  your  annual  wealth  affords, 

'And  bid  to  heaven  your  grateful  praife  afcend. 

For  tho’  no  gift  fpontaneous  of  the  ground 

Rofe  thefe  fair  crops  that  made  your  vallies  frnile, 

Tho’  the  blithe  youth  of  every  hamlet  round 
Purfued  for  thefe  thro’  many  a  day  their  toil. 

Yet  what  avail  your  labours  or  your  cares  ? 

Can  all  your  labours,  all  your  cares  fupply 

Bright  funs,  or  foftening  fliowers,  or  tepid  airs. 

Or  one  indulgent  influence  of  the  Iky  ? 

For  Providence  decrees  that  we  obtain 

With  toil  each  bleffmg  deftin’d  to  our  ufe; 

But  means  to  teach  us  that  our  toil  is  vain. 

If  he  the  bounty  of  his  hand  refufe. 

Yet  Albion,  blame  not  what  thy  crime  demands. 

While  this  fad  truth  the  bluffing  mufe  betrays. 

More  frequent  echoes  o’er  thy  harvefl;  lands 
The  voice  of  riot  than  the  voice  of  praife. 

prolific  tho’  thy  fields  and  mild  thy  clime, 

Know  realms  once  fam’d  for  fields  and  climes  as  fair. 

Have  fell  the  prey  of  famine,  war,  and  time, 

And  now  no  femblance  of  their  glory  bear. 


Aik 


(  ) 

Afk  Paleftine,  proud  Afia’s  early  boaft. 

Where  now  the  groves  that  pour’d  her  wine  and  oil, 

Where  the  fair  towns  that  crown’d  her  wealthy  coaft. 
Where  the  glad  fwains  that  till’d  her  fertile  foil  ? 

"v 

Aik,  and  behold,  and  mourn  her  haplefs  fall ! 

Where  rofe  fair  towns,  where  wav’d  the  golden  grain. 

Thron’d  on  the  naked  rock  and  mouldering  wall, 

Pale  Want  and  Ruin  hold  their  dreary  reign. 

Where  Jordan’s  vallies  fmil’d  in  living  green. 

Where  Sharon’s  flowers  difclos’d  their  varied  hues; 

The  wandering  pilgrim  views  the  alter’d  fcene, 

And  drops  the  tear  of  pity  as  he  views. 

Aik  Grecia,  mourning  o’er  her  ruin’d  towers; 

Where  now  the  profpefts  charm’d  her  bards  of  old, 

Her  corn-clad  mountains  and  Elyflan  bowers, 

And  fllver  ftreams  thro’  fragrant  meadows  roll’d  ? 

Where  Freedom’s  praife  along  the  vale  was  heard, 

And  town  to  town  return’d  the  favourite  found; 

Where  patriot  War  her  awful  ftandard  rear’d. 

And  brav’d  the  millions  Perlia  pour’d  around  ? 

There  Freedom’s  praife  no  more  the  valley  chears, 

There  patriot  War  no  more  her  banner  waves; 

Nor  bard,  nor  fage,  nor  martial  chief  appears. 

But  Hern  barbarians  rule  a  land  of  Haves. 

s4 


Of 
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Of  mighty  realms  are  fuch  the  poor  remains? 

Of  mighty  realms  that  fell  when  mad  with  power. 
They  lur’d  each  vice  to  revel  on  their  plains; 

Each  monfter  doom’d  their  offspring  to  devour  ! 

O  Albion!  would’!!  thou  fnun  their  mournful  fates, 
To  fhun  their  follies  and  their  crimes  be  thine; 
And  woo  to  linger  in  thy  fair  retreats, 

The  radiant  virtues,  progeny  divine! 

Bright  Truth,  the  nobleftof  the  facred  band, 

Sweet  Peace  whofe  brow  no  ruffling  frown  deforms, 
fair  Charity  with  ever  open  hand. 

And  Courage  fmiling  ’midfl:  a  thoufand  forms. 

O  hafle  to  grace  our  ifle,  ye  lovely  train  ! 

So  may  the  power  whofe  hand  all  bleffing  yields, 
(Give  her  fam’d  glories  ever  to  remain, 

iind  crown  with  annual  wealth  her  laughing  fields. 


ELEGY, 


(  265  ) 


ELEGY. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  APPROACH  OF  WINTER. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THE  fun  far  fouthward  bends  his  annual  way. 
The  bleak  north-eaft  wind  lays  the  forefi:  bare. 
The  fruit  ungather’d  quits  the  naked  fpray. 

And  dreary  Winter  reigns  o’er  earth  and  air. 

No  mark  of  vegetable  life  is  feen, 

No  bird  to  bird  repeats  his  tuneful  call ; 

Save  the  dark  leaves  of  fome  rude  ever-oreen. 

Save  the  lone  red-breall  on  the  mofs-grown  wall, 

Where  are  the  fprightly  fcenes  by  Spring  fupply’d. 
The  May-fiower’d  hedges  fcenting  every  breeze; 
The  white  flocks  fcattering  o’er  the  mountain  fide. 
The  woodlarks  warbling  on  the  blooming  trees  ? 

Where  is  gay  Summer’s  fportive  infeft  train. 

That  in  green  fields  on  painted  pinions  play’d; 
The  herd  at  morn  wide-pafturing  o’er  the  plain. 

Or  throng’d  at  noon- tide  in  the  willow  flrade? 


Where 


(  266  ) 

Where  is  brown  Autumn’s  evening  mild  and  ftill. 
What  time  the  ripen’d  com  frelh  fragrance  yields. 
What  time  the  village  peoples  all  the  hill. 

And  loud  Ihouts  echo  o’er  the  harveft  fields  ? 

To  former  fcenes  our  fancy  thus  returns, 

To  former  fcenes  that  little  pleas’d  when  here! 
Our  Winter  chills  us,  and  our  Summer  burns; 

Yet  we  diflike  the  changes  of  the  year. 

To  happier  lands  then  reillefs  fancy  flies. 

Where  Indian  ftreams  thro’  green  Savannahs  flow; 
Where  brighter  funs  and  ever  tranquil  (kies 
Bid  new  fruits  ripen  and  new  flowrets  blow. 

Let  Truth  thefe  fairer  happier  lands  furvey. 

There  half  the  year  defends  in  watry  ilorms; 

Or  Nature  fickens  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

And  one  brown  hue  the  fun-burnt  plain  deforms. 

There  oft  as  toiling  in  the  mazy  fields, 

Or  homeward  pafling  on  the  lliadelefs  way, 

His  joylefs  life  the  weary  labourer  yields. 

And  inftant  drops  beneath  the  deathful  ray. 

Who  dreams  of  nature  free  from  nature’s  ftrife  ? 

Who  dreams  of  conftant  happinefs  below? 

The  hope-flulh’d  enterer  on  the  ftage  of  life ; 

The  youth  to  knowledge  unchaftis’d  by  woe. 


For 


(  2^7  ) 

For  me,  long  toll’d  on  many  a  weary  road, 

Led  by  falfe  hope  in  fearch  of  many  a  joy; 

I  find  in  earth’s  bleak  clime  no  bleft  abode. 

No  place,  no  feafon  facred  from  annoy  : 

For  me,  while  Winter  rages  round  the  plains. 

With  his  dark  days  I’ll  human  life  compare; 

Not  thofe  who  fraught  with  clouds  and  winds  and  rains. 
Than  this  with  pining  pain  and  anxious  care. 

O  whence  this  wonderous  turn  of  mind  our  fate ! 
Whate’er  the  feafon  or  the  place  polfeil. 

We  ever  murmur  at  our  prefent  Hate, 

'And  yet  the  thought  of  parting  breaks  our  reft: 

Why  elfe,  when  heard  in  evening’s  folemn  gloom. 
Does  the  fad  knell,  that  founding  o’er-  the  plain 

Tolls  fome  poor  lifelefs  body  to  the  tomb. 

Thus  thrill  my  bread:  with  melancholy  pain? 

The  voice  of  Reafon  echoes  in  my  ear. 

Thus  thou  ere  long  muft  join  thy  kindred  clay; 

No  more  thefe  “  noftrils  breathe  the  vital  air,” 

No  more  thefe  eyelids  open  on  the  day. 

O  Winter,  round  me  fpread  thy  joylefs  reign, 

Thy  threatning  (kies  in  dufky  horrors  dreft; 

Of  thy  dread  rage  no  longer  I’ll  complain, 

Nor  alk  an  Eden  for  a  tranfient  gueft. 


Enough 
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Enough  has  heaven  indulg’d  of  joy  below, 

To  tempt  our  tarriance  in  this  lov’d  retreat; 

Enough  has  heaven  ordain’d  of  ufeful  woe. 

To  make  us  languidi  for  a  happier  feat. 

There  is,  who  deems  all  climes,  all  feafons  fair. 

There  is,  who  knows  no  redlefs  padion’s  ftrife; 
Contentment  fmiling  at  each  idle  care; 

Contentment  thankful  for  the  gift  of  life  ; 

She  finds  in  Winter  many  a  fcene  to  pleafe; 

The  morning  landfcape  fring’d  with  frod-work  gay. 

The  fun  at  noon  feen  thro’  the  leaflefs  trees. 

The  clear  calm  aether  at  the  clofe  pf  day: 

She  marks  th’  advantage  dorms  and  clouds  bedew. 

When  hindering  Caurus  purifies  the  air. 

When  moid  Aquarius  pours  the  deecy  fnow, 

That  makes  th’  impregnate  glebe  a  richer  harved  bear; 

She  bids  for  all  our  grateful  praife  arife. 

To  him  whofe  mandateTpake  the  world  to  form; 

Gave  Spring’s  gay  bloom,  and  Summer’s  chearful  Ikies, 
And  Autumn’s  corn-clad  field,  and  Winter’s  founding  dorm 


HYMN 
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HYMN  FROM  PSALM  \TH. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

ALmighty  Power!  amazing  are  thy  ways. 

Above  our  knowledge,  and  above  our  praife! 
How  all  thy  works  thine  excellence  difplay  ! 

How  fair,  how  great,  how  wonderful  are  they ! 

Thy  hand  yon  wide-extended  heaven  uprais’d, 

Yon  wide-extended  heaven  with  liars  emblaz’d. 
Where  each  bright  orb,  fince  Time  his  courfe  begun. 
Has  roll’d  a  mighty  world,  or  Ihin’d  a  fun  : 
Stupendous  thought  1  how  finks  all  human  race, 

A  point,  an  atom  in  the  field  of  fpace! 

Yet  ev’n  to  us,  O  Lord !  thy  care  extends. 

Thy  bounty  feeds  us,  and  thy  power  defends  j 
Yet  ev’n  to  us,  as  delegates  of  thee, 

Thou  giv’ll  dominion  over  land  and  fea: 

Whate’er  or  walks  on  earth,  or  flits  in  air, 

Whate’er  of  life  the  watry  regions  bear: 

All  thefe  are  ours,  and  for  th’  extenlive  claim 
We  owe  due  homage  to  thy  facred  name! 

Almighty  Pov/er:  how  wonderous  are  thy  ways. 

How  far  above  our  knowledge  and  our  praife! 
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ODE 
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ODE  ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SUMMER. 


B  Y - . 

HENCE,  iron-fcepter’d  Winter,  hafte 
To  bleak  Siberian  wafte! 

Hafte  to  thy  polar  folitude; 

Mid  catarafls  of  ice, 

Whofe  torrents  dumb  are  ftretch’din  fragments  rudej, 
From  many  an  airy  precipice. 

Where,  ever  beat  by  fle  -ty  fhowers. 

Thy  gloomy  Gothic  caftle  towers ; 

Amid  whofe  howling  iles  and  halls, 

Where  no  gay  funbeam  paints  the  walls. 

On  ebon  throne  thou  lov’ft  to  Ihroud 
Thy  brows  in  many  a  murky  cloud. 

Ev’n  now,  before  the  vernal  heat. 

Sullen  I  fee  thy  train  retreat: 

Thy  ruthlefs  hoft  ftern  Eurus  guides. 

That  on  a  ravenous  tyger  rides, 

Dim-figur’d  on  whofe  robe  are  fhewn 
Shipwrecks,  and  villages  o’erthrown: 

Grim  Aufter,  dropping  all  with  dewj 
In  mantle  clad  of  vvatchet  hue: 

And  Cold,  like  Zemblan  favage  feen; 

Still  threatning  with  his  arrows  keen  ; 

And 


And  next,  in  furry  coat  emboli 
With  icicles,  his  brother  Frolt. 

Winter,  farewell  thy  forelis  hoar. 

Thy  frozen  floods  delight  no  more; 
Farewel  the  fields,  fo  bare  and  wild! 

But  come  thou  rofe-cheek  cherub  mild, 
Sweeteft  Summer!  hafte  thee  here. 

Once  more  to  crown  the  gladden’d  year. 
Thee  April  blithe,  as  long  of  yore, 
Bermudas’  lawns  he  frolick’d  o’er. 

With  mulkye  neftar-trickling  vVing, 

(In  the  new  world’s  firlt  dawning  fpring) 
To  gather  balm  of  choicell  dews. 

And  patterns  fair  of  various  hues. 

With  which  to  paint  in  changeful  dye. 
The  youthful  earth’s  embroidery; 

To  cull  the  efience  of  rich  fmells, 

In  which  to  dip  his  new-born  bells; 
Thee,  as  he  Ikimm’d  with  pinions  fleet. 
He  found  an  infant,  fmiling  fweet ;  gy 
Where  a  tall  citron’s  fhade  imbrown’d. 
The  foft  lap  of  the  fragrant  ground. 
There  on-  an  amaranthine  bed. 

Thee  with  rare  nectarine  fruits  he  fed; 
Till  foon  beneath  his  forming  care. 

You  look’d  a  goddefs  debonair; 

And  then  he  gave  the  blefled  ifle. 

Aye  to  be  fv/ay’d  beneath  thy  fmile  : 
There  plac’d  thy  green  and  grafly  Ihrine 
With  myrtle  bowei’d  and  jeffamine: 
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And  to  thy  care  the  talk  aflign’d 

With  quickening  hand,  and  nurture  kind. 

His  rofeate  infant-births  to  rear. 

Till  Autumn’s  mellowing  reign  appear. 

Halle  thee,  nymph  !  and  hand  in  hand 
With  thee  lead  a  buxom  band; 

Bring  fantallic-footed  Joy, 

With  Sport,  that  yellow-trelTed  boy. 
Leifure,  that  thro’  the  balmy  Iky 
Chafes  a  crimfon  butterfly. 

Bring  Health,  that  loves  in  early  dawn 
To  meet  the  milk-maid  on  the  lawn; 
Bring  Pleafure,  rural  nymph,  and  Peace, 
Meek,  cottage-loving  Ihepherdefs ! 

And  that  fweet  ftripling,  Zephyr,  bring. 
Light,  and  for  ever  on  the  wing. 

Bring  the  dear  Mufe,  that  loves  to  lean 
On  river  margins,  mofly  green. 

But  who  is  Ihe  that  bears  thy  train. 
Pacing  light  the  velvet  plain? 

The  pale  pink  binds  her  auburn  hair. 
Her  trefies  flow  with  paftoral  air ; 

’Tis  May,  the  grace — confell  Ihe  flands 
By  branch  of  hawthorn  in  her  hands: 

Lo !  near  her  trip  the  lightfome  dews. 
Their  wings  all  ting’d  in  iris-hues ; 

With  whom  the  powers  of  Flora  play. 

And  paint  with  panfies  all  the  way. 

Oft  when  thy  feafon,  fweetell  Queen, 

Has  drell  the  groves  in  livery  green. 


When 
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When  in  each  fair  and  fertile  field 
Beauty  begins  her  bower  to  build ; 

While  Evening,  veil’d  in  lhadows  brown* 
Puts  her  matron-mantle  on* 

And  mills  in  fpreading  Hearns  convey 
More  frelh  the  fumes  of  new-lhorn  hay; 
Then,  Goddefs,  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 
Contemplation  hoar  to  meet, 

As  flow  he  winds  in  mufeful  mood. 

Near  the  rulh’d  marge  of  Cherwell’s  flood ; 
Or  o’er  old  Avon’s  mao-ic  edo-e. 

Whence  Shakefpeare  cull’d  the  fpiky  fedge* 
All  playful  yet,  in  years  unripe. 

To  frame  a  (hrill  and  Ample  pipe. 

There  thro’  the  dulk  but  dimly  feen. 

Sweet  evening  objefts  intervene: 

His  wattled  cotes  the  fhepherd  plants* 
Eeneath  her.  elm  the  milk-maid  chants^ 

The  woodman,  fpeeding  home,  awhile 
Refls  him  at  a  Ihady  Tile. 

Nor  wants  there  fragrance  to  difpenfe 
Refrelhment  o’er  my  foothed  fenfe; 

Nor  tangled  woodbines  balmy  bloom* 

Nor  graft  befprent,  to  breathe  perfume ! 
Nor  lurking  wild-thyme’s  fpiey  fwcet 
To  bathe  in  d.vv  my  roving  feet: 

Nor  wants  there  note  of  Philomel, 

Nor  found  of  dillant-tinkling  bell: 

Nor  lowings  faint  of  herds  remote. 

Nor  maftiff’s  bark  from  bofom’d  cott : 

Vot.  I.  T 


Raftle 
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Ruflle  the  breezes  lightly  borne 
Or  deep-embattled  ears  of  corn: 

Round  ancient  elm  with  humming  noife. 

Full  loud  the  chaffer-fwarms  rejoi'ce. 

Meantime  a  thoufand  dies  inveft 
The  ruby  chambers  of  the  weft! 

That  all  aflant  the  village  tov/er 
A  mild  reflcfted  radiance  pour, 

While,  with  the  level-ftreaming  rays 
Far  feen  its  arched  windows  blaze: 

And  the  tall  grove’s  green  top  is  dight 
In  ruftet  tints,  and  gleams  of  light: 

So  that  the  gay  fcene  by  degrees 
Bathes  my  blithe  heart  in  extafies; 

And  Fancy  to  my  ravifh’d  fight 
Potirtrays  her  kindred  visions  bright. 

At  length  the  parting  light  fubdues 
My  foften’d  foul  to  calmer  views. 

And  fainter  fhapes  of  penfive  joy, 

As  twilight  dawns,  my  mind  employ,. 

Till  from  the  path  I  fondly  ftray 
in  mufiugs  lapt,  nor  heed  the  way ;  ' 

Wandering  thro’  the  landfcape  ftill. 

Till  Melancholy  has  her  fill; 

And  on  each  mofs-wove  border  damp. 

The  glow-worm  hangs  his  fairy  lamp. 

But  when  the  fun,  at  noon-tide  hour. 

Sits  throned  in  his  higheft  tower ; 

Me,  heart-rejoicing  Goddefs,  lead 
To  the  tann’d  hay-cock  in  the  mead: 

To 
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To  mix  ia  rural  mood  among 

The  nymphs  and  fvvains,  a  bufy  throng; 

Or,  as  the  tepid  odours  breathe, 

The  ruflet  piles  to  lean  beneath : 

There  as  my  lilhlefs  limbs  are  throwh 
On  couch  more  Toft  than  palace  down, 

I  liften  to  the  bufy  found 

Of  mirth  and  toil  that  hums  around ; 

And  fee  the  team  fhrill-tinkling  pafs 
Alternate  o’er  the  furrow’d  grafs. 

But  ever,  after  fummer-fliower. 

When  the  bright  fun’s  returning  power, 
With  laughing  beam  has  chas’d  the  form; 
And  chear’d  reviving  Nature’s  form  ; 

By  fweet-brier  hedges,  bath’d  in  dew, 

Let  me  my  wholefome  path  purfue; 

There  iffuing  forth  the  frequent  fnail. 
Wears  the  dank  way  with  {limy  trail, 
While  as  I  walk,  from  pearled  bufh 
The  funny  fparkling  drop  I  brufh ; 

And  all  the  landfcape  fair  I  view 
Clad  in  robe  of  frefherhue: 

And  fo  loud  the  black-bird  fings. 

That  far  and  near  the  valley  rings. 

From  fhelter  deep  of  fnaggy  rock 
The  Ihepherd  drives  his  joyful  dock; 

From  bowering  beech  the  mower  blithe 
With  new-born  vigour  grafps  the  fey  the  J 
While  o’er  the  fmooth  unbounded  meads 
His  laid  faint  gleam  the  rainbow  fpreads. 
T  a 


But 
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But  ever,  againfl  reftlefs  heat,; 

Bear  me  to  the  rock-arch’d  feat, 

O’er  vvhofe  dim  mouth  an  ivy’d  oak 
Hangs  nodding  from  the  low-brow’d  rock; 

Haunted  by  that  chafte  nymph  alone, 

Whofe  waters  cleave  the  fmoothed  done; 

Which,  as  they  gu(h  upon  the  ground. 

Still  fcatter  mifty  dews  around: 

A  ruftic,  wild,  grotefque  alcove. 

Its  fide  with  mantling  woodbines  wove ; 

Cool  as  the  cave  where  Clio  dwells. 

Whence  Helicon’s  frefh  fountain  wells; 

Or  noon-tide  grott  where  Sylvan  fleeps 
In  hoar  Lycseum’s  piny  fleeps. 

Me,  Goddefs,  in  fuch  cavern  lay. 

While  all  without  is  fcorch’d  in  day; 

Sore  fighs  the  weary  fwain,  beneath 
His  withering  hawthorn  on  the  heath ; 

The  drooping  hedger  wifhes  eve, 

In  vain,  of  labour  fhort  reprieve  ! 

Meantime,  on  Afric’s  glowing  fands. 

Smote  with  keen  heat,  the  traveller  Hands  : 

Low  finks  his  heart,  while  round  his  eye 
Meafures  the  fcenes  that  boundlefs  lie. 

Ne’er  yet  by  foot  of  mortal  worn, 

Where  Third,  wan  pilgrim,  walks  forlorn. 

How  does  he  wifh  fome  cooling  wave 
To  flake  his  lips,  or  limbs  to  lave! 

And  thinks,  in  every  whifper  low, 

He  hears  a  burlling  fountain  flow. 

Ox 
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Or  bear  me  to  yon  antique  wood, 

Dim  temple  of  fage  Solitude ! 

But  {till  in  Fancy’s  mirror  fees 

Some  more  romantic  fcene  would  pleafe. 

There  within  a  nook  moil  dark. 

Where  none  my  mufmg  mood  may  mark, 

Let  me,  in  many  a  whifper’d  rite, 

The  Genius  old  of  Greece  invite, 

Writh  that  fair  wreath  my  brows  to  bind. 

Which  for  his  chofen  imps  he  twin’d. 

Well  nurtur’d  in  Pierian  lore. 

On  clear  IlifTus’  laureat  fhore — 

Till  high  on  waving  neft  reclin’d. 

The  raven  wakes  my  tranced  mindi 
Or  to  the  foreft-fring-ed  vale 
Where  widow’d  turtles  love  to  wail. 

Where  cowflips  clad  in  mantle  meek, 

Nod  their  tall  heads  to  breezes  weak : 

In  the  midft,  with  fedges  grey 
Crown’d,  a  fcant  rivulet  winds  its  way. 

And  trembling  thro’  the  weedy  wreaths, 

Around  an  oozy  freihnefs  breathes. 

O’er  the  fclitary  green, 

Nor  cott,  nor  loitering  hind  is  feen  ; 

Nor  aught  alarms  the  mute  repofe. 

Save  that  by  fits  an  heifer  lows : 

A  fcene  might  tempt  fome  peaceful  fagc 
To  rear  him  a  lone  hermitage; 

Fit  place  his  penfive  eld  might  chufe 
On  Virtue’s  holy  lore  to  m,ufe. 

T  3  Yet 
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Yet  ftill  the  fultry  noon  t’  appeafe 
Some  more  romantic  fcene  might  pleafe  3 
Or  fairy  bank,  or  magic  lawn. 

By  Spenfer’s  lavifn  pencil  drawn; 

Or  bower  in  "V  allambrofa’s  fhade. 

By  legendary  pens  pourtray’d'. 

Hafce  let  me  ibroud  from  painful  light. 

On  that  hoar  hill’s  aerial  height. 

In  folemn  hate,  where  waving  wide. 

Thick  pines  with  darkening  umbrage  hide 
The  rugged  vaults,  and  riven  towers 
Of  that  proud  caftle’s  painted  bowers, 
Whence  Kardykaute,  a  baron  bold, 

In  Scotland’s  martial  days  of  old, 
Defcended  from  the  (lately  feaft. 

Begirt  with  many  a  warrior-gueft, 

To  quell  the  pride  of  Norway’s  king, 

With  quivering  lance  and  twanging  firing. 
As  thro’  the  caverns  dim  I  wind. 

Might  I  that  holy  legend  find. 

By  fairies  fpelt  in  my  flic  rhymes. 

To  teach  enquiring  later  times. 

What  open  force,  or  fecret  guile, 

Dafh’d  into  dull  the  folemn  pile. 

But  when  mild  Morn  in  faffron  hole 
Bird  iffues  from  her  eaftern  goal ; 

Let  not  my  due  feet  fail  to  climb 
Some  breezy  fummit’s  brow  fublime. 
Whence  Nature’s  univerfal  face 
Illumin’d  fmiles  with  new-born  grace  ; 
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The  milly  dreams  that  wind  below. 

With  filver-fparkling  ludre  glow; 

The  groves,  and  caitled  cliffs  appear 
Inveded  all  in  radiance  clear; 

O!  every  village-charm  beneath! 

The  fmoke  that  mounts  in  azure  wreath ! 

O  beauteous,  rural  interchange! 

The  limple  fpire,  and  elmy  grange  ! 

Content,  indulging  blifsful  hours, 

Whidles  o’er  the  fragrant  {lowers, 

And  cattle  rouz’a  to  pafture  new. 

Shake  jocund  f;om  their  flies  the  dew. 

’Tis  thou  alone,  O  Summer  mild, 

Cand  bid  me  carol  wood-notes  wild : 
Whene’er  I  view  thy  genial  fcenes, 

Thy  waving  woods,  embroider’d  greens. 
What  fires  within  my  bofom  wake. 

How  glows  my  mind  the  reed  to  take! 

What  charms  like  thine  the  mufe  can  call. 
With  whom  ’tis  youth  and  laughter  all; 
With  whom  each  field’s  a  paradife. 

And  all  the  globe  a  bower  of  blifs ! 

With  thee  converfing,  all  the  day, 

I  meditate  my  lightfome  lay. 

Thefe  pedant  cloiders  let  me  leave 
To  breathe  my  votive  fong  at  eve, 

In  valleys  where  mild  whifpers  ufe; 

Of  lhade  and  dream  to  court  the  mufe; 
While  wandering  o’er  the  brook’s  dim  verge, 
I  hear  the  dock-dove’s  dying  dirge. 

T4 
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But  when  life’s  bufier  fcene  is  o’er. 

And  age  (hall  give  the  trefies  hoar. 

I’d  fly  foft  Luxury’s  marble  dome, 

And  make  an  humble  thatch  my  home, 
Which  (loping  hills  around  enclofe, 

Where  many  a  beech  and  brown  oak  grows ; 
Beneath  vvhofe  dark  and  branching  bowers 
Its  tides  a  far- fam’d  river  pours : 

By  Nature’s  beauties  taught  to  pleafe. 

Sweet  Tufculane  of  rural  eafe! 

Still  grot  of  Peace !  in  lowly  (hed 
Who  loves  to  reft  her  gentle  head. 

For  not  the  fcenes  of  Attic  art 
Can  comfort  care,  or  foothe  the  heart : 

Nor  burning  cheek,  nor  wakeful  eye. 

For  gold,  and  Tyrian  purple  fly. 

Thither,  kind  heaven,  in  pity  lent, 

Send  me  a  little  and  content ; 

The  faithful  friend,  and  chearful  night. 
The  focial  fcene  of  dear  delight: 

The  confcience  pure,  the  temper  gay, 

The  miffing  eve,  and  idle  day.' 

Give  me  beneath  cool  (hades  to  fit. 

Rapt  with  the  charms  of  claflic  wit; 

To  catch  the  bold  heroic  flame, 

That  built  immortal  Grsecia’s  fame. 

Nor  let  me  fail,  meantime,  to  raife 
The  folemn  fong  to  Britain’s  p raife: 

To  fpurn  the  (hepherd’s  Ample  reeds, 

A«d  paint  heroic  ancient  deeds: 
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To  chant  fam’d  Arthur’s  magic  tale. 

And  Edward,  ftern  in  fable  mail. 

Or  wandering  Brutus’  lawlefs  doom, 

Or  brave Bonduca,  fcourge  of  Rome; 

O  ever  to  fweet  poefie. 

Let  me  live  true  votary ! 

She  fnall  lead  me  by  the  hand. 

Queen  of  fweet  fmiles,  and  folace  bland  I 
She  from  her  precious  ftores  lhall  Ihed 
Ambrofial  flowrets  o’er  my  head : 

She,  from  my  tender  youthful  cheek 
Can  wipe,  with  lenient  finger  meek. 

The  fecret  and  unpitied  tear. 

Which  ftill  I  drop  in  darknefs  drear. 

She  lhall  be  my  blooming  bride. 

With  her,  as  years  fucceffive  glide. 

I’ll  hold  divined;  dalliance, 

For  ever  held  in  holy  trance. 


.S*v  Ml  ml  jb.  jW.  iV*  i-tv,  MU-  AVfc  jVi.  .Vi  avil  Me  serie  Me 


TRUE  BEAUTY. 

BY  DR.  F0RDYCE. 

THE  diamond’s  and  the  ruby’s  blaze 

Difputes  the  palm  with  Beauty’s  queen; 

Jslot  Beauty’s  queen  commands  fuch  praife. 

Devoid  of  virtue  if  Ihe’-s  feen. 

But 
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But  the  foft  tear  in  Pity’s  eye 

Outlhine*  the  diamond’s  brighteft  beams  j 
But  the  fweet  blufh  of  Modefiy 

More  beauteous  than  the  ruby  feems. 


ARISTOTLE’S  PJE AN  TO  VIRTUE 
IMITATED. 

BY  MR.  SHEPHERD. 


17  IRTUE,  ftern  Tutrefs,  hail! 

Hail  thou,  whofe  guidance  trains 
J11  life’s  rough  paths  the  delegated  youth  ; 

Each  thought,  each  enterpriiing  deed  arraigns 
At  the  tribunal  of  impartial  Truth: 

What  chadm 5  attractive  grace  thy  modefl  mien. 

Or  in  Religion’s  fnovv-white  veil. 

Or  unflain’d  robes  of  Honour  dreft ; 

Thy  eye  how  bold,  yet  mild  j  how  rigid,  yet  ferene  1 
Thine,  virgin,  was  the  genial  fire 
That  glow’d  in  each  heroic  breaft : 

And  prompted  to  afpire, 

On  Merit’s  field  to  win  an  honour’d  name 
:'n  the  bright  annals  of  difiinguifn’d  fame: 


B  ade 
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Bade  them  the  deathlefs  crown  of  Glory  feize; 

The  crown,  that,  cull’d  from  Labour’s  arduous  grove. 
The  filler  graces  for  his  temples  wove. 

Who  dar’d,  amidil  a  loofe  and  venal  Hate, 

Look  down  fuperior  to  th’  alluring  bait. 

And  fpurn  the  fluggard  bed  of  downy  eafe. 

II. 

O  fay,  what  foul-fupporting  thought 
In  that  dread  hour  infpir’d  th’  Athenian  fage; 

When,  victim  to  a  faction’s  rage. 

Unmov’d  he  quaff’d  the  fatal  bowl: 

Thy  influence  fortified  his  foul. 

And  tempered  to  his  tafte  the  bitter  draught. 

Robed  in  Religion’s  purer  veil, 

Whilft  every  heighten’d  charm  more  fair  appeared. 
Martyrs  thy  confecrated  form  confefled. 

Hail’d  Truth’s  bright  dictates,  and  thy  power  revered. 
Nor  lure,  nor  threats  their  fixt  refolves  could  fhake. 
For  thee  they  foared  above  the  narrow  views, 

The  feenes  that  more  contracted  minds  amufe. 

And  fmil’d  amidft  the  tortures  of  the  flake. 

III. 

Eflrang’d  from  Pleafure’s  foft  embrace. 

Whoe’er  afpires  in  Glory’s  race 
By  proof  of  many  a  noble  deed 
To  win  the  prize  for  him  decreed 
Who  Virtue’s  height  attains ; 

His  nrtme  the  Mufe,  chafle  Virtue’s  friend. 


Shall 
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Shall  bid,  emblaz’d  in  pured  drains. 

To  the  bold  arch  of  heaven  afcend: 

And  whild  the  golden  numbers  flow. 

Where  all  the  graces  all  their  induence  breathe ; 
Fair  Fame  with  never-fading  wreath 
Shall  deck  his  laurell’d  brow. 


^ Vi"' Vi' Vi' Vs'Vi’Vi' 


O  D  E  T  O  AMBITION. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


O’ER  midnight  glafs,  or  by  the  fair 
In  dalliance  foft  cared; 

Without  a  thought,  without  a  csfe 
To  difcompofe  their  red. 

The  meaner  herd  exulting  pant  to  rove 
The  dowery  paths  of  Pleafure’s  fairy  grove: 

While  more  determin’d  bofoms  glow 
With  high  Ambition’s  fires ; 

Source  of  whate’er  is  great  below. 

The  grave  oh  mean  dedres : 

Adieu  for  them  the  pleafure-winged  hour. 
Adieu,  the  bed  of  eafe,  the  Paphian  bower ! 


Tbo» 
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Tho’  rough  the  paths  that  lead  to  Fame, 
Their  fteps  no  toils  difmay; 

Ambition  aids  the  generous  aim, 

And  fmooths  the  rugged  way : 

With  all  its  luftre  bids  bright  Virtue  (bine. 

And  into  aftion  wakes  the  big  defign. 

What  breaks  th’  afpiring  ftatefman’s  reft  ? 
What  gives  the  Mufe  to  ling  ? 

Ambition  wakes  his  anxious  breaft, 

And  plumes  her  towering  wing: 

Inftrufts  the  feeble  Monarch  how  to  bear 
The  crown,  and  all  the  thorns  that  fallen  there. 

The  General’s  wakeful  bofom  fires. 

And  guards  the  jealous  camp  ; 

The  Scholar’s  flattering  hope  infpires. 

And  trims  the  midnight  lamp  ; 

The  pride  of  arts  |pm  fair  Ambition  fprings. 
And  blooms  fecure  beneath  her  foftering  wings. 

Oft,  Goddefs,  as  thy  genial  ray 
Pervades  the  feeling  heart, 

Love  trembling  quits  his  fenfual  fway. 
And  drops  his  feeble  dart: 

The  flowers,  that  in  the  Paphian  garden  grow, 
Fade  in  the  wreath  that  rounds  the  hero’s  brow. 


Pleafure 
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Pleafure  retreats  with  wanton  fmiles. 

And  Strength-unnerving  eyes  ; 

Hoping  in  vain  by  Parthian  wiles 
To  conquer  as  fhe  flies  : 

Sloth  with  reludtance  quits  her  foul  embrace, 

Rough  Care  and  manly  Toil  affume  her  place. 

Virtue  with  firm  quaternion  band 
His  eager  Heps  precedes ; 

A  flambleau  grafping  in  her  hand. 

To  light  to  glorious  deeds: 

The  lifter- train  his  toils  with  glory  crown, 

And  point  the  arduous  paths  to  fair  renown. 

By  thefe  infpir’d  young  Scipio  trod 
To  Fame  th’ adventurous  way; 

“  By  Love,  he  cry’d,  let  Paphos’  god 
The  fofter  foul  betray  ; 

A  nobler  quarry  lures  the  hero’s  eye 
He  fpoke,  and  bade  th’  unconquer’d  eagle  fly. 

Hence  then,  ye  Slaves,  whom  Eafe  delights. 
To  yon  lone  cloyfter  ftray, 

Where  monkilh  apathy  invites 
To  dofe  tame  life  away  : 

True  Worth,  that  fpurns  the  hermit’s  fluggard  cell. 
In  Glory’s  adtive  courts  delights  to  dwell. 
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ODE  TO  T  El  E  ATHEIST. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

EXPATIATE  long  in  nice  debate. 

On  Chance,  Neceffity,  and  Fate; 

With  learn’d  Lucretius  fcray 
In  Epicurus’  magic  grove, 

Where  the  felf-motion’d  atoms  rove 
In  mazy  myftic  play. 

Some  vain  hypothecs  admit. 

The  fpecious  cobweb-work  of  wit ; 

And  daringly  deny 
What  every  objeft  round  avows, 

What  every  a£t  of  Reafon  (hews. 

An  All-wife  Deity. 

The  cleared  evidence  conted. 

Divinely  dampt  on  every  bread, 

Since  Time  was  taught 'to  roll ; 

In  Error’s  gloomy  coverts  dray. 

From  Truth’s  indifput.  ble  ray 
Remote,  as  pole  from  pole. 

So 
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So  fhuts  the  moping  bird  of  night 
Her  feeble  eyes  againft  the  light. 

That  glads  the  chearful  day; 

And  when  prevailing  darknefs  reigns. 

Thro’  groves  obfcene,  or  dreary  plains. 

She  wings  her  dubious  way. 

Confult  the  blue  expanfe  cn  high. 

The  blufh  that  paints  the  morning  Iky, 

The  cloud  that  nimbly  rides. 

The  orbs  that  mark  with  luflre  bright 
The  fpangled  mantle  of  the  night. 

Who  there  fupreme  relides. 

Queftion  the  gaudy  flowers  around, 

That  l'cent  the  air,  or  paint  the  ground, 

Whofe  influence  they  obey  ; 

Whofe  hand  imparts  the  various  dyes. 

At  whofe  command  they  bud  and  rife. 

At  whofe  command  decay. 

Say  ye,  on  down,  or  mountain  fleep. 

That  ftately  tread,  or  lowly  creep  ; 

And  ye  aerial  throng. 

That  cheat  the  woodland  fcene  and  fields 
With  vocal  ftrains  ;  whofe  bounty  yields. 

Or  fuftenance  or  fcng  : '  *■ 

Who, 
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Who,  in  the  ocean’s  wafte  domain, 

The  tenants  of  the  watry  plain 
With  liberal  hand  fupplies  ? 

The  floods  in  icy  fetters  binds. 

Smooths  the  rough  furge,  and  lulls  the  winds. 
Or  bids  the  tempefl:  rife  ? 

Nature  in  every  my  flic  fcene 
Declares  a  plaftic  Author’s  reign : 

Above  the  morning’s  wings. 

Beyond  the  fea’s  remote!!  tides. 

Beneath  the  Dtedal  earth  refides 
Th’  Almighty  King  of  Kings. 


ODE  TO  MELANCHOLY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


REMOTE  from  thofe  enchanting  bowers. 
Where  dance  the  nimble-footed  hours. 

Where  revels  frantic  Folly; 

To  thee  I  bring  the  tribute  tear, 

Viflts  the  mufe  thy  manfions  drear. 

Heart- fearching  Melancholy. 

Vol.  I.  U  By 
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By  thee  infpir’d,  by  Fancy  led, 

Thy  hallowed  ground  I  Teem  to  tread,. 

Where  o’er  the  joylefs  plain 
The  aether  flieds  its  blackeft:  hue. 

And  here  and  there  a  lonely  yew 
Marks  Melancholy’s  reign. 

Where  chearful  gales  forget  to  blow. 

Pellucid  currents  ceafe  to  flow. 

The  cloud-capt  mountain’s  height 
All  avenues  of  the  dreary  way 
Secures  from  each  pervading  ray 
Of  foul-enlivening  light. 

Where  Grief  fad  focial  folace  feeks,; 

The  rofe  has  fled  her  meagre  cheeks,, 

And  hollow  is  her  eye ; 

Care  on  her  lap  reclines  his  head, 

Whilfl:  hovering  round  the  reftlefs  bed- 
The  wing’d  chimeras  fly. 

Rack’d  with  ideal  tortures  Spleen 
A  thonfand  fiends  unknown,  unfeen. 

With  Ihadowy  faulchions  fcare; 

This  rends  her  breaft,  that  goads  her  fides,- 
And  every  hag  of  Fancy  rides 
The  phantom  thro’  the  air. 

Hark, 
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Hark,  foftly  ftealing  on  the  ear 
The  hollow  figh,  the  dropping  tear. 

The  mufic  of  Defpair ; 

Not  lovers  forrow-mocking  flghs. 

Or  mimic  Grief  that  melts  the  eyes 
Of  youthful  widowed  fair. 

Sorrows  that  orphan  bofoms  pierce. 

Pour’d  o’er  a  tender  parent’s  hearfe. 

Snatch’d  by  unpitying  fate  ; 

No  foftering  hand’s  kind  folace  nigh. 

Each  fummer  friend  with  wayward  eye 
Surveys  their  helplefs  Hate. 

Thus  the  vague  group  of  vernal  flies. 

While  Titan  gilds  the  cloudlefs  Ikies, 

Sport  in  the  gliftening  ray: 

The  fplendid  fcene  once  overcafl: 

By  lowering  cloud,  or  adverfe  blall. 

Each  infedt  veers  away. 

When  Pleafure’s  madding  tide  o’erfwells 
The  rapt  breaft,  to  thofe  doleful  cells 
Of  mifery  let  me  itray ; 

There  lhall  thought-foftering  Solitude, 

Whilll  no  fantaftic  jcys  intrude. 

Each  devious  ftep  recal  to  Virtue’s  rugged  way. 
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ODE  ON  ENVY. 

BY  T  PI  E  SAME. 


I. 


BENEATH  yon  chain  of  barren  rocks, 
Where  niggard  Nature  ne’er  unlocks 
One  hoard  of  chearful  green  ; 

The  brown  yew  forms  a  gloomy  fhade, 

The  blafted  oak  erefts  its  head, 

A  dreary  wafteful  fcene. 

O  hafte,  O  fly  th’  accurfed  cell. 

Where  Envy’s  fiendly  fadlion  dwell! 

Elfe  lhall  her  glance,  malignant  call. 

The  faireft  fnoots  of  Merit  blail : 

He  rilks  his  eafe,  who  ventures  nigh 
The  baleful  witchcraft  of  her  eye. 

II. 

Ev’n  now  from  her  infernal  dark  abyfs, 

At  Merit’s  name  flie  lifts  her  head. 

At  Merit’s  name  prepar’d  to  filed 
Their  influence  all  her  fnaky  trefies  hifs. 

Ev’n  now  the  languid  mind  opprell, 

Droops  under  horrors  damp  and  chill, 
Whilft  heaves  the  figh  from  the  diftended  bread, 
Slow  winds  the  tide  of  life  along  each  azure  rill. 


Arife, 


<  293  ) 

Arife,  my  Mule,  the  chorded  fhell  prepare. 
Awake  the  drowfy  firing; 

For  thou  cand  lull  the  gathering  florms  of  Care, 
Thou  canil  difarm  dire  Envy  of  her  fling. 

And  fmooth  the  haggard  brow  of  fell  Defpair, 

III. 

Ah  flrange  reverfe  of  honefl  joys! 

The  pale-ey’d  fiend  elate 
Smiles,  if  Adverfity  annoys 
Her  neighbour’s  haplefs  date. 

Yet  Spleen  oppreffive  marrs  her  chear. 

And  figns  the  bitter  day  : 

For  Envy  drops  the  fcalding  tear. 

When  all  the  world  is  gay. 

The  tenant  of  fome  narrow  mind. 

She  bids  Sulpicion  launch  the  dart; 

Whilfl  all  her  fecret  powers  combin’d 
Excite  the  poignant  fmart. 

Slow  halts  Ill-nature  in  the  rear, 

That  poifons  as  fhe  probes  the  wound. 

And  Rumour’s  noifome  breath  is  near. 

To  waft  the  poifon  round. 

I.  i. 

Say,  Theron,  yet  fhall  torpid  Fear 
Obdruft  thy  virtue’s  high  career. 

Shall  Envy’s  menace  wrefl 
Thy  merit’s  well-direfted  aim. 

And  quench  the  noble  third  of  fame 
That  warms  thy  youthful  bread? 

U.3 
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O  no !  purfue  the  glorious  road 
A  Bacon,  Hide,  and  Olborne  trod; 

Her  fnaky  head  tho’  Envy  rear. 

Fame’s  eagle  wing  thy  name  fflall  bear 
O’er  black  Oblivion’s  frozen  fea, 

Rank’d  with  great  chiefs  of  old  in  immortality. 


ODE  TO  HEAL  TH. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

HENCE  meagre  pale  Difeafe, 

From  the  crude  banquets  of  Intemperance  bred  ; 
Nurs’d  in  the  fluggard  bed. 

And  folded  in  the  arms  of  pamper’d  Eafe: 

Hence  to  Boeotian  bogs ; 

Whence  humid  Aufter  on  his  dropping  wings 
Grofs  exhalations  brings. 

Where  rank  effluvia  from  the  marfhy  brake. 

Or  murky  ftagnate  lake 
pregnant  with  ills  arife  in  mifty  fogs. 

And  come,  Hygeia,  bland  and  fair, 

^lufh’d  with  the  glow  of  morning  air; 

With  coral  lip  and  fparkling  eye. 

Complexion  of  enfanguin’d  dye; 

With 


(  29S  ) 

With  chearful  fmile,  and  open  brow. 
Where  Care  could  ne’er  one  furrow  plow; 
With  fteady  llep,  and  afpedt  fleek. 

The  rofe  that  glows  on  Stella’s  cheek. 
And  fnowy  bofom,  whence  exhales 
The  fweetnefs  of  Etefian  gales. 

In  fylvan  fcenes  is  thy  delight, 

To  climb  the  towering  mountain’s  height. 
Or  blithely  on  thy  native  plain 
To  gambol  with  the  Dryad  train. 

Thofe  plains,  where  in  unguarded  hour 
Far  from  the  ken  of  her  cliafte  bower. 

As  o’er  the  dew-befpangled  glade 
Rov’d  Temperance  the  mountain  maid; 
She  ftopt,  in  fixt  attention  viewing 
Lufty  Exercife  purfuing, 

With  miflive  ihaft  and  beechen  fpear. 
Thro’  opening  lawns  the  trembling  deer. 
The  God  furveys  the  muling  dame. 

The  lover  quits  his  flying  game: 

His  trefles  dropp’d  with  morning  dew. 
While  to  the  wood-nymph’s  arms  he  flew; 
And  from  their  hale  embraces  fprung 
Hygeia,  ever  fair  and  young. 

Long,  virgin,  may  thy  genial  fire 
Each  late  exhaufted  vein  infpire, 

The  crimfon  tide  of  life  renew, 

And  give  to  glide  in  channels  Flue. 

Thee  Wit  and  Mirth  fpontaneous  ferve. 
That  give  a  tone  to  every  nerve, 
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Invoke  thee,  Harmony’s  bright  Queen, 

To  tune  the  difarrang’d  machine. 

The  glow  of  Titan’s  orient  ray 
Thy  happy  pencil  fh all  pourtray 
With  grace  more  exquifite  than  lies 
In  Guido’s  air,  or  Titian’s  dyes; 

Hence  the  pale  hue  of  Sicknefs  chafe. 

And  call  up  each  reviving  grace. 

O’er  which  as  late  with  haggard  hand 
Confumption  (hook  her  magic  wand ; 

Nature’s  laft  debt  prepar’d  to  pay 
Youth’s  drooping  flowers  ’gan  fade  away. 

No  crimfon  hue  was  feen  to  glow, 

The  Aagnate  blood  forgot  to  flow; 

Their  luftre  fled,  the  languid  eyes 
Stood  fixt  in  motionlefs  furprife  ; 

Each  fenfe  feem’d  loft  in  endlefs  night. 

The  trembling  foul  was  wing’d  for  flight; 

Which  Death’s  rude  fliaft  had  half  fet  free 
In  unconceiv’d  eternity. 

Then,  Varus,  was  the  power  difplay’d 
Of  medicine’s  heaven-directed  aid. 

Vers’d  in  each  drug’s  balfamic  ufe 
The  Daedal  foils  of  earth  produce. 

In  every  flower  of  every  hue. 

And  herb  that  drinks  the  morning  dew. 

Thy  lenient  hand  allay’d  each  throw, 

And  gave  a  milder  face  to  Woe; 

Bade  the  bold  pulfe  elaftic  play. 

The  eye  emit  its  vivid  ray. 

Call’d 
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Call’d  back  the  flitting  life  again, 

And  Health  infpir’d  thro’  every  vein. 

A  vain  thrills  with  her  venial  zeit 

O  O 

Each  nerye  ;  again  my  languid  breaft 
Viflts  the  cherub  Joy.  For  this 
May  thy  aufpicious  heart  ne’er  mifs. 

Oft  as  the  fair  for  charms  decay’d 
Implores  thy  falutary  aid, 

To  fmooth  the  lovely  mourner’s  brow. 

And  bid  reviving  beauties  glow; 

To  foothe  the  tender  parent’s  cries. 

And  wipe  the  tears  from  infant  eyes. 

But  chief,  my  Mufe,  with  reverent  awe 
To  Him,  whofe  will  is  Nature’s  law. 
Thy  hymns  of  gratulation  pay. 

To  Him  direft  the  tribute  lay. 

From  whom  derives  the  balmy  pill 
Its  virtues,  the  phyfxcian  Hull: 

That  o’er  each  afl  and  thought  prefldes. 
Directs  his  hand,  his  co'unfel  vuides: 

Fife  medicine’s  unavailing  ftore 
Shall  vainly  glide  thro’  every  pore. 

Thro’  every  pore  the  mineral  rill 
In  vain  its  gifted  powers  inftill. 

Father  Divine,  Eternal  King, 

To  thee  I  wake  the  trembling  firing ; 

If  mad  Ambition  ne’er  milled 
In  paths  where  Virtue  dares  not  tread. 
My  vagrant  ftep  ;  if  fordid  views 
Ne’er  won  the  profiituted  Mufe; 
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For  others  let  Paftolus  flow. 

Let  Honour  wreathe  another’s  brow: 
Health  I  intreat ;  whofe  jocund  throng 
Wantons  each  laughing  grace  among; 
With  Health  the  dancing  minutes  crown’d. 
The  field  of  all  my  wifties  bound. 


PRAYER  FOR  INDIFFERENCE. 

BY  MRS.  GREVILLE. 

OFT  I’ve  implor’d  the  gods  in  vain. 

And  pray’d  till  I’ve  been  weary  : 

For  once  I’ll  feek  my  wilh  to  gain 
Of  Oberon  the  fairy. 

Sweet  airy  Being,  wanton  Spright, 

Who  liv’ft  in  woods  unfeen ; 

And  oft  by  Cynthia’s  filver  light 
Trip’ll:  gaily  o’er  the  green; 

If  e’er  thy  pitying  heart  was  mov’d 
As  ancient  ftories  tell; 

And  for  a  th’  Athenian  maid  who  lov’d. 

Thou  fought’lt  a  wondrous  fpell. 


See  Midfummtr  night’s  dream. 


O! 
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O!  deign  once  more  t’ exert  thy  power! 

Haply  fome  herb  or  tree. 

Sovereign  as  juice  from  weftern  flower*. 
Conceals  a  balm  for  me. 

I  afk  no  kind  return  in  love. 

No  tempting  charm  to  pleafe; 

Far  from  the  heart  fuch  gifts  remove. 

That  fighs  for  peace  and  eafe ! 

Nor  eafe,  nor  peace,  that  heart  can  know. 
That,  like  the  needle  true. 

Turns  at  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe; 

But,  turning,  trembles  too. 

Far  as  diftrefs  the  foul  can  wound, 

’Tis  pain  in  each  degree: 

’Tis  blifs  but  to  a  certain  bound— 

Beyond — is  agony. 

Then  take  this  treacherous  fenfe  of  min?. 
Which  dooms  me  ftill  to  fmart; 

Which  pleafure  can  to  pain  refine; 

To  pain  new  pangs  impart. 

O !  hafte  to  fhed  the  fovereign  balm. 

My  fhatter’d  nerves  new-ftring: 

And  for  m^  gueft,  ferenely  calm. 

The  nymph  Indifference  bring ! 

a  Ibid. 
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At  her  approach,  fee  Hope,  fee  Fear, 

See  Expectation  fly ! 

And  Difappointment  in  the  rear. 

That  blafts  the  purpos’d  joy. 

The  tears,  which  Pity  taught  to  flow. 

My  eyes  fhall  then  difown ; 

The  heart,  that  throbb’d  at  others  woe. 
Shall  then  fcarce  feel  its  own. 

The  wounds  which  now  each  moment  bleed, 
Each  moment  then  fhall  clofe  ; 

And  tranquil  days  (hall  kill  fucceed 
To  nights  of  fvveet  repofe. 

O  fairy-elf  I  but  grant  me  this. 

This  one  kind  comfort  fend! 

And  fo  may  never-fading  blifs 
Thy  flowery  paths  attend! 

So  may  the  glow-worm’s  glimmering  light. 
Thy  tiny  footfteps  lead 

To  fome  new  region  of  delight. 

Unknown  to  mortal  tread! 

And  by  thy  acorn  goblet  fill’d 
With  heaven’s  ambrofial  dew, 

from  fweeteft,  frelheft  flowers  diftill’d, 

That  Ihed  frelh  fweets  for  you ! 


And 
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And  what  of  life  remains  for  me. 

I’ll  pafs  in  fober  eafe; 

Half-pleas’d,  contented  will  I  be. 

Content — but  half  to  pleafe. 

THE  FAIRY’S  ANSWER  TO 
Mrs.  GREVILLE. 

BY  THE  COUNTESS  OF  C  . 

WITHOUT  preamble,  to  my  friend, 

Thefe  hafty  lines  I’m  bid  to  fend. 

Or  give,  if  I  am  able; 

I  dare  not  hefitate  to  fay, 

Tho’  I  have  trembled  all  the  day— 

It  looks  fo  like  a  fable. 

Laft  night’s  adventure  is  my  theme. 

And  Ihould  it  ftrike  you  as  a  dream, 

Yet  foon  its  high  import 
Mull  make  you  own  the  matter  fuch, 

So  delicate,  it  were  too  much, 

To  be  compos’d  in  fport. 


The 
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The  moon  did  Ihine  ferenely  bright. 

And  every  ftar  did  deck  the  night. 

While  Zephyr  fann’d  the  trees. 

No  more  affail’d  my  mind’s  repofe. 

Save,  that  yon  ftream,  which  murmuring  flows. 
Did  echo  to  the  breeze. 

Enwrapt  in  folemn  thoughts,  I  fate. 

Revolving  o’er  the  turns  of  fate. 

Yet  void  of  hope,  or  fear; 

When  lo !  behold  an  aery  throng, 

With  lighted:  fteps,  and  jocund  fong. 

Surpriz’d  my  eye  and  ear. 

A  form,  fuperior  to  the  reft. 

His  little  voice  to  me  addreft. 

And  gently  thus  began, 

*e  I’ve  heard  ftrange  things  from  one  of  yoii* 

“  Pray  tell  me  if  you  think  ’tis  true, 

“  Explain  it  if  you  can. 

Such  incenfehas  perfum’d  my  throne! 

*c  Such  eloquence  my  heart  has  won  ! 

“  I  think  I  guefs  the  hand ; 

“  I  know  her  wit  and  beauty  too, 

“  But  why  fhe  fends  a  prayer  fo  new; 

“  I  cannot  underftand. 


To 
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“  To  light  fome  flames,  and  fome  revive, 

“  To  keep  fome  others  juft  alive, 

“  Full  oft  I  am  implor’d; 

«*  But,  with  peculiar  power  to  pleafe, 

“  To  fupplicate  for  nought  but  eafe— 

“  ’Tis  odd,  upon  my  word ! 

“  Tell  her,  with  fruitlefs  care  I’ve  fought, 

“  And  tho’  my  realms,  with  wonders  fraught, 
4‘  In  remedies  abound. 

No  grain  of  cold  Indifference 
•*  Was  ever  yet  ally’d  to  Senfe, 

In  all  my  fairy  round. 

“  The  regions  of  the  flcy  I’d  trace, 

“  I’d  ranfack  every  earthly  place, 

“  Each  leaf,  each  herb,  each  flower, 

**  To  mitigate  the  pangs  of  Fear, 

®‘  Difpel  the  clouds  of  black  Defpair, 

“  Or  lull  the  reftlefs  hour. 

*e  I  would  be  generous,  as  I’m  juft, 

“  But  I  obey,  as  others  miift, 

“  Thofe  laws  which  Fate  has  made. 
c‘  My  tiny  kingdom  how  defend, 

®*  And  what  might  be  the  horrid  end 
“  Should  Man  my  ftate  invade  ? 
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“  ’Twould  put  your  inind  into  a  rage, 

“  And  fuch  unequal  war  to  wage 
“  Suits  not  my  regal  duty! 

,c  I  dare  not  change  a  fir  ft  decree, 
c<  She’s  doom’d  to  pleafe,  nor  can  be  free, 
“  Such  is  the  lot  of  Beauty !  ” 

This  faid,  he  darted  o’er  the  plain. 

And  after  follow’d  all  his  train; 

No  glimpfe  of  him  I  find  ; 

But  fure  I  am,  the  little  fpright 
Thefc  words,  before  he  took  his  flight. 
Imprinted  on  my  mind. 
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THE  MAN  OF  SORROW. 

BY  MR.  GREVILLE. 


AH  !  what  avails  the  lengthening  mead. 
By  Nature’s  kindelt  bounty  fpread 
Along  the  vale  of  flowers  ! 

Ah !  what  avails  the  darkening  grove. 

Or  Philomel’s  melodious  love. 

That  glads  the  midnight  hours ! 


For  me  (alas !)  the  god  of  day 
Ne’er  glitters  on  the  hawthorn  Ipray, 

Nor  night  her  comfort  brings : 

I  have  no  pleafure  in  the  rofe : 

For  me  no  vernal  beauty  blows. 

Nor  Philomela  flngs. 

See,  how  the  fturdy  peafants  ftride, 

Adown  yon  hillock’s  verdant  flde. 

In  chearful  ignorance  bleft ! 

Alike  to  them  the  rofe  or  thorn. 

Alike  arifes  every  morn. 

By  gay  Contentment  dreft. 

Vol,,  I.  X  Content, 
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Content,  fair  daughter  of  the  ikies,. 

Or  gives  fp:  '  aneous,  or  denies, 

Her  choice  aivinely  free. 

She  vifits  oft  the  hamlet-cot. 

When  Want  and  Sorrow  are  the  lot 
Of  Avarice  and  me. 

But  fee— or  is  it  Fancy’s  dream? 
Methought  a  bright  celeftial  gleam 
Shot  fudden  thro’  the  groves. 

Behold,  behold,  in  loofe  array, 
Euphrofyne  more  bright  than  day. 

More  mild  than  Paphian  doves  1 

Welcome,  O!  welcome,  Pleafure’s  queen ! 
And  fee,  along  the  velvet  green. 

The  jocund  train  advance: 

With  fcatter’d  flowers  they  fill  the  air. 

The  wood-nymph’s  dew-befp angled  hair 
Plays  in  the  fportive  dance. 

Ah!  baneful  grant  of  angry  heaven. 

When  to  the  feeling  wretch  is  given 
A  foul  alive  to  joy! 

Joys  fly  with  every  hour  away, 

And  leave  th’  unguarded  heart  a  prey 
To  cares,  that  Peace  deftroy. 
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And  fee,  with  vifionary  hafte, 

(Too  foon  the  gay  delufion  paft) 

Reality  remains ! 

Defpair  has  feiz’d  my  captive  foul. 

And  Horror  drives  without  controul. 
And  ilackens  kill  the  reins. 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  round  me  throng, 
What  beauties,  fay,  ye  nymphs,  belong 
To  the  diftemper’d  foul? 

I  fee  the  lawn  of  hideous  dye. 

The  towering  elm  nods  mifery. 

With  groans  the  waters  roll. 

Ye  gilded  roofs,  Palladian  domes, 

Ye  vivid  tints  of  Perfia’s  looms. 

Ye  were  for  mifery  made — 

*Twas  thus  the  Man  of  Sorrow  fpoke, 
His  wayward  ftep  then  penfive  took 
Along  th’  unhallow’d  lhade. 

A?  v  J  i't  0 
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THE  MAN  OF  PLEASURE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

YE S,  to  the  Sages  be  it  told, 

However  great,  or  wife,  or  old— 

Fair  Pleafure’s  my  purfuit; 

For  her  I  breathe  the  joyful  day. 

For  her  thro’  Nature’s  wilds  I  ftray. 

And  cull  the  flowers  and  fruit. 

Sweep,  fweep  the  lute’s  enchanting  firing. 

And  all  thy  fweets  lov’d  Luxury  bring! 

“  To  enjoy  is  to  obey;” 

The  heavenly  mandate  flill  prevail. 

And  let  each  unwife  wretch  bewail 
The  dire  negle&ed  day. 

Ah !  gracelefs  wretch  !  to  difobey,. 

And  devious  quit  the  flowery  way. 

And  flight  the  gods  decree! 

Still,  flill,  ye  gods,  the  bleflings  fend! 

If  e’er  my  guilty  hands  offend. 

Indeed  my  heart  is  free. 
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In  Pleafure’s  ray  fee  Nature  fhine. 

How  dull,  alas!  at  Wifdom’s  fhrine! 

“  ’Tis  Folly  to  be  wife 
Colludve  term,  poor  vain  pretence. 
Enjoyment  fure  is  real  Senfe 
In  philofophic  eyes. 

I  love  the  carol  of  the  hound. 

Enraptur’d  on  the  living  ground. 

In  dalhing  ecdafy ; 

I  love  the  aukward  courfer’s  dride. 

The  courfer  that  has  been  well  tried. 
And  with  him  eager  fly. 

And  yes,  I  love,  ye  fneering  wife  !— 
Fair  Honour,  fpurning  dill  at  lies. 

As  courting  Liberty ; 

Still  hand  in  hand  great  Nature  goes. 
With  joys  to  honour  never  foes. 

And  all  thofe  joys  are  free. 

And  welcome  thrice  to  Britifh  land. 
From  Italy’s  voluptuous  drand. 

Ye  dedin’d  men  of  art ; 

Breathe  on  the  thrilling  meaning  found. 
Each  grace  fhall  dill  be  faithful  found. 
At  your  admirer’s  heart. 

X3 
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Avert,  ye  gods!  that  curfe  of  fools. 
The  pride  of  theoretic  rules ; 

That  dupery  of  fenfe : 

I  ne’er  refufe  the  proffer’d  joy, 

With  every  good — that  can  annoy — 
Molt  eafily  difpenfe. 

I  catch  each  rapture  as  it  flies. 

Each  happy  lofs  a  gain  fupplies. 

And  boon  Hill  follows  boon : 

The  fmile  of  beauty  gilds  my  day, 

Regardlefs  of  her  frowns  I  ftray ; - 

Thus  thro’  my  hours  I  run! 

But  let  me  not  for  idle  rhyme 
Negleft,  ungrateful,  good  old  Time: 

Dear  watch !  thou  art  obey’d — 
5Twas  thus  the  Man  of  Pleafure  fpoke. 
His  jovial  ftep  then  carelefs  took 
To  Celia— or  her  maid. 
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VERSES 


SENT  BY  LORD  MELCOMBE  TO  DR.  YOUNG,  NOT  LONG 
BEFORE  HIS  LORDSHIP’S  DEATH. 

KIND  companion  of  my  youth. 

Lov’d  for  genius,  worth,  and  truth  ! 

Take  what  friendfhip  can  impart. 

Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart ; 

Take  the  mufe’s  latell  fpark. 

Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 

He,  who  parts  and  virtue  gave. 

Bade  thee  look  beyond  the  grave: 

Genius  foars,  and  virtue  guides. 

Where  the  love  of  God  prefides. 

There’s  a  gulph  ’twixt  us  and  God  ; 

Let  the  gloomy  path  be  trod  : 

Why  Hand  Ihivering  on  the  fhore ; 

Why  not  boldly  venture  o’er; 

Where  unerring  virtue  guides 
Let  us  brave  the  winds  and  tides : 

Safe,  thro’  feas  of  doubts  and  fears, 

Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  fleers. 

x  + 
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VERSES  UNDER  THE  BUSTO  OF  COMUS  IN  A 
BUFFET  AT  HAMMERSMITH. 

E  AUGUST  MDCCL. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


WHILE  rofy  wreaths  the  goblet  deck. 

Thus  Comus  fpoke,  or  feem’d  to  fpeak: 
“  This  place  for  focial  hours  defign’d, 

“  May  Care  and  Bufmefs  never  find. 

“  Come,  every  Mufe,  without  reftraint, 

<c  Let  Genius  prompt,  and  Fancy  paint; 

“  Let  Wit  and  Mirth,  with  friendly  ftrife, 

“  Chafe  the  dull  gloom  that  faddens  life: 

“  True  Wit,  that  firm  to  Virtue’s  caufe 
“  Refpedls  religion  and  the  laws ; 

“  True  Mirth,  that  chearfulnefs  fupplies 
££  To  model!  ears  and  decent  eyes; 

“  Let  thefe  indulge  their  livelieft  fallies, 

<£  Both  fcorn  the  canker’d  help  of  Malice; 

££  True  to  their  country  and  their  friend, 
tc  Both  fcorn  to  flatter  or  offend.” 


PRO- 
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P  ROLOGUE 


SPOKEN  BY  MR.  GARRICK,  APRIL  V.  MDCCL.  BEFORE 
THE  MASQUE  OF  COMUS,  ACTED  AT  DRURY-LANE, 
FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF  MILTON’S  G  R  AN  D- D  A  U  G  HT  F.  R. 


BY  SAMUEL  JOHNSON,  LL.D. 


E  patriot  crowds,  who  burn  for  England’s  fame. 


JL  Ye  nymphs,  whofe  bofoms  beat  at  Milton’s  name, 
Whofe  generous  zeal,  unbought  by  flattering  rhymes. 
Shames  the  mean  penfions  ef  Auguitan  times ; 

Immortal  patrons  of  fucceeding  days. 

Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praife ! 

Let  Wit,  condemn’d  the  feeble  war  to  wage 
With  clofe  Malevolence,  or  public  Rage; 

Let  Study,  worn  with  Virtue’s  fruitlefs  lore. 

Behold  this  theatre,  and  grieve  no  more. 

This  night,  diltinguilh’d  by  yourfmile,  fhall  tell. 

That  never  Briton  can  in  vain  excel; 

The  flighted  arts  futurity  lhall  trull. 

And  riling  ages  halten  to  be  juft. 

At  length  our  mighty  bard’s  victorious  lays 
Fill  the  loud  voice  of  univerfal  praife ; 

And  baffled  Spite,  with  hopelefs  anguilh  dumb. 

Yields  to  Renown  the  centuries  to  come. 
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With  ardent  hade.,  each  candidate  of  Fame 
Ambitious  catches  at  his  towering  name : 

He  fees,  and  pitying  fees,  vain  Wealth  beftow 
Thofe  pageant  honours  which  he  fcorn’d  below. 
While  crowds  aloft  the  laureat  bull  behold. 

Or  trace  his  form  on  circulating  gold,  . 
Unknown,  unheeded,  long  his  offspring  lay, 

And  Want  hung  threatening  o’er  her  flow  decay. 
What  tho’  fhe  fhine  with  no  Miltonian  fire, 

No  favouring  mufe  her  morning  dreams  infpire? 
Yet  fofter  claims  the  melting  heart  engage; 

Her  youth  laborious,  and  her  blamelefs  age: 
Her’s  the  mild  merits  of  domeflic  life; 

The  patient  fufferer,  and  the  faithful  wife. 

Thus  grac’d  with  humble  Virtue’s  native  charms. 
Her  grandfire  leaves  her  in  Britannia’s  arms, 
Secure  with  peace,  with  competence,  to  dwell. 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 

Yours  is  the  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wife,  ye  brave! 
*Tis  yours  to  crown,  defert — beyond  the  grave ! 


THE 
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THE  ’SQUIRE  AND  THE  PARSON. 

AN  ECLOGUE. 


BY  S.  J.  ES 

BY  his  hall  chimney,  where  in  rufty  grate 

Green  faggots  wept  their  own  untimely  fate. 

In  elbow-chair  the  penfive  ’Squire  reclin’d. 

Revolving  debts  and  taxes  in  his  mind: 

A  pipe  j  uft  fill’d,  upon  a  table  near 

Lay  by  the  London  Evening  ftain’d  with  beer, 

With  half  a  bible,  on  whofe  remnants  torn 
Each  parilh  round  was  annually  forfworn. 

The  gate  now  claps,  as  Evening  jult  grew  dark. 

Tray  ftarts,  and  with  a  growl  prepares  to  bark; 

But  foon  difcerning  with  fagacious  nofe 
The  well  known  favour  of  the  Parfon’s  toes, 

Lays  down  his  head,  and  finks  in  foft  repofe : 

The  Dodlor  entering,  to  the  tankard  ran. 

Takes  a  good  hearty  pull,  and  thus  began: 

PARSON. 

Why  fit’ll:  thou,  thus  forlorn  and  dull,  my  friend. 
Now  War’s  rapacious  reign  is  at  an  end? 

Hark,  Low  the  diftant  bells  infpire  delight! 

See  bonfires  fpangle  o’er  the  veil  of  night! 
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’squire. 
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’squire. 

What's  Peace,  alas!  in  foreign  parts  to  me? 

At  home,  nor  peace,  nor  plenty  can  I  fee; 

Joylefs,  I  hear  drums,  bells,  and  fiddles  found, 

’Tis  all  the  fame - Four  (hillings  in  the  pound. 

My  wheels,  tho’  old,  are  clogg’d  with  a  new  tax; 

My  oaks,  tho’  young,  muft  groan  beneath  the  axe : 

My  barns  are  half  unthatch’d,  until’d  my  houfe. 

Loft  by  this  fatal  licknefs  all  my  cows  : 

See,  there’s  the  bill  my  late  damn’d  lawfuit  coft  l 
Long  as  the  land  contended  for — and  loft: 

Ev’n  Ormond’s  Head  I  can  frequent  no  more. 

So  (hort  my  pocket  is,  fo  long  thp  fcore ; 

At  (hops  all  round  I  owe  for  fifty  things. — 

This  comes  of  fetching  Hanoverian  kings. 

PARSON. 

I  muft  confefs  the  times  are  bad  indeed. 

No  wonder ;  when  we  fcarce  believe  oar  creed ; 

When  purblind  Reafon’s  deem’d  the  fureft  guide. 

And  heaven-born  Faith  at  her  tribunal  try’d; 

When  all  church-power  is  thought  to  make  men  (laves. 
Saints,  martyrs,  fathers,  all  call’d  fools,  and  knaves. 

’squire. 

Come,  preach  no  more,  but  drink  and  hold  your  tongue 
I'm  for  the  church: — but  think  the  parfons  wrong. 

PARSON. 

See  there!  Free-thinking  now  fo  rank  is  grown, 

It  fpreads  infection  thro’  each  country  town; 


Deiftic 
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Deiftic  feoffs  fly  round  at  rural  boards, 

’Squires,  and  their  tenants  too,  profane  as  lords. 

Vent  impious  jokes  on  every  facred  thing; 

’squire. 

Come,  drink; - 

PARSON. 

■—Here’s  to  you  then,  to  church  and  king  : 

’squire. 

Here’s  church  and  king,  I  hate  the  glafs  fliould  fland, 

Tho’  one  takes  tithes,  and  t’other  taxes  land- 

PARSON. 

Heaven  with  new  plagues  will  fcourge  this  iinful  nation,  ■ 
Unlefs  we  foon  repeal  the  toleration. 

And  to  the  church  reftore  the  convocation  : 

’squire. 

Plagues  we  fliould  feel  fufHcient,  on  my  word. 

Starv’d  by  two  houfes,  prieft-rid  by  a  third. 

For  better  days  we  lately  had  a  chance, 

Had  not  the  honeft  Plaids  been  trick’d  by  France. 

PARSON. 

Is  not  moft  gracious  George  our  faith’s  defender? 

You  love  the  church,  yet  wifii  for  the  pretender! 

’squire. 

Preferment,  I  fuppofe,  is  what  you  mean. 

Turn  Whig,  and  you,  perhaps,  may  be  a  Dean: 

But  you  muft  firft  learn  how  to  treat  your  betters. 

What’s  here  ?  fure  fome  ftrar.ge  news,  a  boy  with  letters ; 

O  ho{ 
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O  ho!  here's  one  I  fee,  from  Parfon  Sly  : 

“  My  reverend  neighbour  Squab  being  like  to  die, 

"  I  hope,  if  heaven  Ihould  pleafe  to  take  him  hence, 

*£  To  alk  the  living  would  be  no  offence. 

PARSON. 

Have  you  not  fwore,  that  I  Ihould  Squab  fucceed  ? 
Think  how  for  this  I  taught  your  fons  to  read  j 
How  oft  difcover’d  pufs  on  new-plow’d  land. 

How  oft  fupported  you  with  friendly  hand, 

When  I  could  fcarcely  go,  nor  could  your  worlhip  ftand. 

'sqjtire. 

’Twas  yours,  had  you  been  honeft,  wife,  or  civil; 
NoWev’n  go  court  the  Bifhops — or  the  Devil. 

PARSON. 

If  I  meant  any  thing,  now  let  me  die, 

I’m  blunt,  and  cannot  fawn  and  cant,  not  I, 

Like  that  old  prefbyterian  rafcal  Sly. 

I  am,  you  know,  a  right  true-hearted  Tory, 

Love  a  good  glafs,  a  merry  fong,  or  ftory. 

’squire. 

Thou  art  an  honeft  dog,  that’s  truth  indeed— 

Talk  no  more  nonfenfe  then  about  the  creed. 

I  can’t,  I  think,  deny  thy  firft  requeft; 

’Tis  thine ;  but  firft  a  bumper  to  the  beft. 

PARSON. 

Moft  noble  ’Squire,  more  generous  than  your  wine. 
How  pleafing’s  the  condition  you  afiign  ? 


Give 
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Give  me  the  fparkling  glafs,  and  here,  d’ye  fee. 

With  joy  I  drink  it  on  my  bended  knee: 

Great  Queen !  who  governed  this  earthly  ball. 

And  mak’ft  both  kings,  and  kingdoms,  rife  and  fall: 
Whofe  wonderous  power  in  fecret  all  things  rules. 
Makes  fools  of  mighty  peers,  and  peers  of  fools : 
Difpenfes  mitres,  coronets,  and  ftars ; 

Involves  far  diftant  realms  in  bloody  wars. 

Then  bids  the  fnaky  treffes  ceafe  to  hifs. 

And  gives  them  peace  again —  b  nay,  gav’ft  us  this  : 
Whofe  health  does  health  to  all  mankind  impart, 
Here’s  to  thy  much-lov’d  health : 

’squire,  rubbing  bis  hands, 

—With  all  my  heart. 

b  Madam  de  P— -mp — dour. 


%  *  * 
* 
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ALLEN  AND  ELLA.  A  FRAGMENT. 

B  Y  - - - 

ON  the  banks  of  that  cryftalline  ftream 

Where  Thames,  oft,  his  current  delays ; 

And  charms,  more  than  poets  can  dream. 

In  his  Richmond’s  bright  villa  -furveys ; 

Fair  Ella!  of  all  the  gay  throng 

The  faireft  that  Nature  had  feen. 

Now,  drew  every  village,  along. 

From  the  day  lhe  firft  danc’d  on  the  green. 

Ah !  boaft  not  of  beauty’s  fond  power. 

For  fhort  is  the  triumph,  ye  fair! 

Not  fleeter  the  bloom  of  each  flower; 

And  hope  is  but  gilded  defpair. 

His  affeftion  each  fwain  now,  behold. 

By  riches  endeavours  to  prove ! 

But  Ella  ftill  cries,  what  is  gold. 

Or  wealth,  when  compar’d  to  his  love  ? 


Yes! 
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Yes!  Allen,  together  we’ll  wield 

Our  fickles  in  fummcr’s  bright  day; 
Together  we’ll  leafe  o’er  the  field. 

And  fmile  all  our  labours  away: 

In  winter!  I’ll  winnow  the  wheat 

As  it  falls  from  thy  flail  on  the  ground; 
That  flail  will  be  mufic  as  fweet 

When  thy  voice  in  the  labour  is  drown’d. 

How  oft  would  he  fpeak  of  his  blifs ! 

How  oft  would  he  call  her  his  maid ! 
And  Allen  would  feal  with  a  kifs 

Every  promife  and  vow  that  he  faid. 

But,  hark!  o’er  the  grafs-level  c  land. 

The  village  bells  found  on  the  plain; 
Falfe  Allen!  this  morn  gave  his  hand. 

And  Ella’s  fond  tears  are  in  vain. 

Sad  Ella,  too  foon,  heard  the  tale ! 

Too  foon  the  fad  caufe  Ihe  was  told  ! 
That  his  was  a  nymph  of  the  vale : 

That  he  broke  his  fond  promife  for  gold. 

As  fhe  walk’d  by  the  margin  fo  green. 

Which  befringes  the  fweet  river’s  fide, 

£  The  village  of  Peterfham. 
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How  oft’  was  lhe  languifning  feen! 

How  oft’  would  lhe  gaze  on  the  tide ! 

Ey  the  clear  river,  then,  as  lhe  fate, 

Which  refle&ed  herfelf  and  the  mead ; 
Awhile !  lhe  bewept  her  fad  fate, 

And  the  green  turf,  ftill,  pillow’d  her  head. 

There,  there!  is  it  Ella,  I  fee? 

’Tis  Ella,  the  loft,  undone  maid  ! 

Ah!  no,  ’tis  fomeElla,  like  me. 

Some  haplefs  young  virgin  betray’d ! 

Like  me  !  Are  has  forrovv’d  and  wept ; 

Like  me!  lhe  has,  fondly,  believ’d; 

Like  me !  her  true  promife  lhe  kept, 

And,  like  me,  too,  is  juftly  deceiv’d. 

I  come,  dear  companion  in  grief! 

Gay  fcenes  and  fond  pleafures,  adieu ! 

I  come!  and  we’ll  gather  relief 

From  bofoms  fo  chafte  and  fo  true ! 

Like  you!  I  have  mourn’d  the  loim-  nio-ht. 

And  wept  out  the  day  in  defpair! 

Like  you  !  I  have  banilh’d  delight. 

And  bofom’d  a  friend  in  my  care. 


Ye 
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Ye  meadows!  fo  lovely,  farewel. 

Your  velvet,  ftill,  Allen  fhall  tread! 

All  deaf  to  the  found  of  that  knell 

Which  tolls  for  his  Ella  when  dead. 

Your  wilh  will,  toofure!  be  obey’d; 

Nor  Allen  her  lofs  fhall  bemoan! 

Soon,  foon!  fhall  poor  Ella  belaid 

Where  her  heart  fhall  be  cold  as  your  own. 

Then,  twin’d  in  the  arms  of  that  fair, 

Whofe  wealth  has  been  Ella’s  fad  fate : 

As,  together,  ye  draw  the  free  air, 

And  a  thoufand  dear  pleafures  relate : 

If  chance,  o’er  my  turf,  as  ye  tread. 

Ye  dare  to  affeft  a  fond  figh! 

The  primrofe  will  fhrink  her  pale  head. 

And  the  violet  languifh  and  die. 

Ah !  weep  not,  fond  maid !  ’tis  in  vain ; 

Like  the  tears  which  you  lend  to  the  dream  ; 
Tears!  are  loft  in  that  watery  plain; 

And  your  fighs  arc  ftill  loft  upon  him. 

Scarce  !  echo  had  gather’d  the  found. 

But  fhc  plung’d  from  her  grafs-fpringing  bed: 
The  liquid  ftream  parts  to  the  ground, 

And  the  mirror  clos’d  over  her  head. 

Y  2 
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The  fwains  of  the  village  at  eve, 

Oft  meet  at  the  dark-fpreading  yew; 

There  wonder  how  man  could  deceive 
A  bofom  fo  chafte  and  fo  true. 

With  garlands,  of  every  flower, 

(Which  Ella  herfelf  Ihould  have  made) 
They  raife  up  a  Ihort-living  bower; 

And,  fighing!  cry,  “  Peace  to  her  ^hadc;’, 

Then!  hand-lock’d-in-hand,  as  they  move 
The  green-platting  hillock,  around: 

They  talk  of  poor  Ella,  and  love  ; 

And  frelhen,  with  tears,  the  fair  ground. 

Nay,  wilh!  they  had  never  been  born. 

Or  liv’d  the  fad  moment  to  view! 

When  her  Allen  could  thus  be  forfworn. 

And  his  Ella  could,  ftill  be  fo  true; 
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